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Lacl work soli! separately 

This Colleclion, of which one hnnilreil and twenly-eight 
volumes are already issued, is intended to embrace the 
works of the most distinguished authors, from Chaucer to 
Wordsworth, with selections from the minor poets; accom- 
panied with biographical, historical, and critical notices 
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and portTMts, — the whole forming & far more complete, 
elegant, and cheap edition of the British Poets than has 
ever appeared before. 

The numerous lestimonials to the excellence of this 
aeries, which the publishers have received, both from the 
preas and the pablie, in all parts of the country, would 
seem to indicate that a popular want has been met by this 
edition, which is nnirersally acknowledged to be tiie best 
ever issued, both in point of editorship and mechanical 



Notices of the Press. 

" We cannot speak too highly in praise of this edition — 
the only one that deserves the name of ' complete ' — of 
the British Poets."— Bcslon Daily Adcertiser. 

" We renlly know nothing more worthy of the cordial 
support of the American public than the Boston edition of 
the English Poets."— JV™ Font Times. 

" A fairer printed, a more tasteful, or more valuable set 
of books, cannot bo placed in any libiarj." — Neia York 
Courier and Inquirer. 

"The best, (hemostpermanenily valuable, the most con- 
renient, and the cheapest edition of the standard poetical 
literature of Great Britain ever published." — Ilome Journal. 

'• We regard it as the most beautiful and convenient li- 
brary edition of the British Poets yet published." — PbHa- 
ddphia Evening BuUeiin. 

"Wedonotknowaiiy other edition of the English Poets 
which combines so much excellence." — Bibliotheca Sacm. 

" Of the typographical beauty and literary accuracy of 
this edition, the most flattering things have been said by 
the most competent authorities, and we have rarely wit- 
nessed such complete unanimity among critics as this Bos- 
ton enterprise has elicited." — Ballou's Pictorial. 
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THE 'BRITISH ESSAYISTS; 

WITH PREFACES, HISTORICAL AND BIOaSAPmCALi 

BY A. CHALMERS, r.S.A. 



The volumes are the exact size and style of 
Little, Brown & Co.'s edition of the " British 
Poets," and sold at the same price, — seventy-five 
cents per Tolurae, in cloth. 

(For sale also in fuU calf and half calf binding.) 

The want of a nent and uniform edition of these Essays, 
the productions of the l>est writers of the English tongue, 
has long been fell, and the present issue is intended to 
supply tha deficiency , 

The Tolumea are of convenient size, handsomely printed 
from the last EngUsh edition, and the price is such as to 
reconinipnd thera to the favor of the public, and especially 
of those who are engaged in making selections for school 
and college libraries. 

Notices of the Press. 

" These works, the flower of the best English literature 
for a century, merit a place in every library. They have 
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and we can wish for those g ac ary 

access to no purer, or mor p ra ro timula iig 

fountains of thought, eeiitim a and m han are 

here." — iVortA American fle w 

" The judgment of the n mp d and pe cd 

authority has been passed up n h w k and ha de- 
cided that they are eminen y wo thy f being kept in 
constant use." — Christkm Examner. 

" The Talue and popuhirlty of the works inoloded in this 
series will increase as those wlio read the English language 
become cultivated, and wish for compositions of the high- 
est rank. For school and family libraries, these books are 
just what is needed; they are of conrenient size, and at- 
tractive outward appearance, — their contents are models 
of composiiion, Iheir spirit is liberal and manly, — their 
tone and influence moral and religious, without cant, or a 
weainess of any kind." — Boston Transa-ipt. 

" It is superfluous to praise the Essays, — they are by gen- 
erftl consentesteemed models of pure English style, and are 
full of cntertmnment, knowledge of the world, and moral 
instruction, — tliey will be read with pleasure as longas the 
English language lives." — A'ew Yorh Commercial Advertiser. 

" No greater service can be done iu the cause of good 
letters than the extensive dissemination of these standard 
compositions. They embrace the best models of style in 
the English language." — Boston Daili/ Adoeniser. 

" As models of English prose they stand unrivalled, and 
deserve a place in every library, public or private, but es- 
pecially in every school and town library in the country." 
— Boston Atlas. 

" A aeries of standard works, the Tslue and popularity of 
which have only increased with time." — New York Timte. 

"No more desirable edition has ever been published," — 
Ne«> York Eieniny Post. 
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ADVEKTISEMEST. 



The Memoir of Goldsmith which accompaaies 
thia edition is taken from the tenth volume of 
the new edition of the Encyclopfedia Brittanica, 

The Anecdotes of Goldsmith which follow the 
Memoir, were collected by the Rev. John Mitford, 
and appended to his Life of Goldsmith. He says : 
" I should with reluctance have deprived my read- 
era of what informstion .might he collected from 
them ; but I am not sufficiently satisfied of the 
veracity of.all to authorize their reception in the 
narrative of the Poet's Life, I have, therefore, 
collected them into an Appendix, where they ap- 
pear under the sanction of ike narrators' nam.es, 
e for (heir truth." 
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MEMOIR OF GOLDSMITH. 



ET THOMAS BASING TON 



Oliver Goldsmith was one of the most 
pleasing English writers of the eighteenth century- 
He was of a Protestant and Saxon family which 
had heen long settled in Ireland, and which had, 
like most other Protestant and Saxon families, 
been, in troubled times, harassed and put in fear 
by the native population. His father, Charles 
Goldsmith, studied in the reign of Queen Anne, 
at the diocesan school of Elphin, became attached 
to the daughter of the schoolmaster, married her, 
took orders, and settled at a place called Pallas, 
in the county of Longford. There he with diffi- 
culty supported his wife and children on what he 
could earn, partly as a curate, and partly as a 
farmer. 

At Pallas, Oliver Goldsmith was born in No- 
vember, 1728. That spot was then, for all prac- 
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X MEMOIR OF GOLDSMITH. 

tical purposes, almost as remote from tte busy 
and splendid capital in which his later years 
were passed, as any clearing in Upper Canada, or 
any sheep-walk in Australasia, now is. Even at 
this day, those enthusiasts who venture to make a 
pilgrimage to the birthplace of the poet, are forced 
to perform the latter part of their journey on foot. 
The hamlet lies far from any high road, on a 
dreary plaia which, in wet weather, is often a 
lake. The laues would break any jaunting car to 
pieces; and there are ruts and sloughs through 
which the moat strongly built wheels cannot be 



While Oliver was still a child, his father was 
presented to a living worth about £200 a year, in 
the county of Westmeath. The family accord- 
ingly quitted their cottage in the wilderness for a 
spacious house on a frequented road, near the 
village of Lissoy. Here the hoy was taught his 
letters by a maid-servant, and was sent in his 
seventh year to a village school kept by an old 
quartermaster on half-pay, who professed to teach 
nothing but reading, writing, and arithmetic, but 
who had an inexhaustible fund of stories about 
ghosts, banshees, and fairies, about the great Rap- 
paree chiefs, Baldeai^ O'Donnell and galloping 
Hogan, and about the exploits of Peterborough 
and Stanhope, (he surprise of Monjuich, and the 
glorious disaster of Brihuega. This man must 
have been of the Protestant religion ; but he was 
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of the aboriginal race, and not only spoke the 
Irish language, bat could pout forth unpremedi- 
tated Irish verses. Oliver early became, and 
through life continued lo be, a passionate admirer 
of the Irish music, and especially of the composi- 
tions of Carolan, some of the last notes of whose 
harp he heard. It ought to be added tiat Oliver, 
though by birth one of the Englishry, and (iough 
connected by numeroua ties with the Established 
Church, never showed the least sign of tliat con- 
temptuous antipathy with which, in his days, the 
ruling minority in Ireland too generally regarded 
the subject majority. So far indeed was he from 
sharing in the opinions and feelings of the caste 
to which he belonged, that he conceived an aver- 
sion to the Glorious and Immortal Memory, and, 
even when George the Third was on the throne, 
maintained that nothing but the restoration of the 
banished dynasty could save the country. 

From the humble academy kept by the old 
soldier, Goldsmith was removed in his ninth year. 
He went to several grammar-schools, and acquired 
some knowledge of the ancient languages. His 
life at this time seems lo have beeo far from 
happy. He had, as appears from the admirable 
portrait of him at Knowle, features harsh even to 
ugliness. The smallpox bad set its mark on him 
with more than usual severity. His stature was 
smail, and his limbs ill put together. Among 
boys, little tenderness is shown to personal de- 
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fects ; and the ridicule excited hy poor Oliver'a 
appearance, was heightened by a pecuhar sim- 
plicity and a disposition to blunder which he 
retained to the last. He became the common 
butt of boys and niastei-s, was pointed at as a 
fright in the play-ground, and flogged as a dunce 
in the school- room. When he had risen to emi- 
nence, those who had once derided him, ransacked 
their memory for the events of his early years, 
and recited repartees and couplets which had 
dropped from him, and which, though littie noticed 
at the time, were supposed, a quarter of a century 
later, to indicate the powers which produced the 
Vicar ofWaliefield and the Deserted Village. 

In his seyenteenth year, Oliver went up to 
Trmity College, Dublin, as a sizar. The sizars 
pmd nothing for food and tuition, and very littie 
for lodging ; but they had to perform some menial 
services, from which they have long been relieved. 
They swept the court; they carried up the dinner 
to the fellows' table, and changed the plates and 
poured out the ale of the rulers of the society 
Goldsmith wa% quartered, not alone, in a garret, 
on the window of which his name, scrawled by 
himself, is stiU read with interest. From such 
gairets, many men of less parts than his have 
made their way to the woolsack or to the episco- 
pal bench. Bat Goldsmith, while be sufTered all 
the humiiiationg, threw awi^ all the advantages 
of his situation. He neglected the studies of the 
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place, stood low at the examinations, was turned 
dowa to the bottom of his class for playing the 
buffoon in tho lecture-room, was severely repri- 
manded for pumping on a constable, and was 
caned by a brutal tuWr for giving a ball in the 
attic story of the college to some gay youths and 
damsels from the eity. 

While Oliver was leading at Dublin a life di- 
vided between squalid distress and squalid dissi- 
pation, his father died, leaving a mere pittance. 
The youth obtained his bachelor's degree, and left 
the university. During some time, the liumble 
dwelling to which his widowed mother had retired, 
was his home. He was now in his twenty-first 
year; it was necessary that he should do some- 
thing; and his educjition seemed to have fitted 
him to do nothing but to dress himself in gaudy 
colours, of which iie was as fond as a magpie, to 
take a hand at cards, to sing Irish airs, to play 
the llute, to angle in summer, and to tell ghost 
stories by the fire in winter. He tried five ot six 
professions in turn without success. He applied 
for oi-dination ; hut, as he applied in scarlet 
clothes, he was speedily turned out of the epis- 
coi^l palace. He then became tutor in an opu- 
lent family, but soon quitted his situation in conse- 
quence of a dispute about play. Then he deter- 
mined to emigrate to America, His relations, 
with much satisfaction, saw him set out for Cork 
on a good horse, with thirty pounds in his pocket. 
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But iu six weeks he came back on a miserable 
hack, without a penny, and informed his mother 
that the ship io which he had taken bis passage, 
having got a fair wind while he was at a parly of 
pleasure, had sailed wiliout him. Then he re- 
solved to study the law, A generous kinsman 
advanced fifty pounds. With this sum, Goldsmith 
went to Dublin, was enticed into a gaming house, 
and lost evei-y shilling. He then thought of medi- 
cine. A small purse was made up ; and in his 
twenty-fourth year, he was sent to Edinburgh. 
At Edinburgh, he passed eighteen months in 
nominal attendance on lectures, and picked up 
some superficial information about chemistry and 
natural history. Thence he went lo Leyden, still 
pretending to study physic He left that cele- 
brated university, the third university at which he 
bad resided, in his twenty-seventh year, without a 
degree, with the merest smattering of medical 
knowledge, and with no property but his clolUea 
and his flute. His flute, however, proved a use- 
ful friend. He rambled on foot through Flanders, 
France, and Switzerland, playing tunes which 
everywhere set the peasantry dancing, and which 
often procured for him a supper and a. bed. He 
wandered as lar as Italy. His musical perform- 
ances, indeed, were not to the tasle of the Italians ; 
but he contrived to live on the alms which he ob- 
tained at tbe gates of convents. It should, how- 
ever, be observed, that the stories which he told 
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about thia part of his life, ought to be received 
with great caution ; for strict veracity was never 
one of his virtues ; and a man who is ordinarily 
inaccurate in narration, is likely (o be more than 
ordinarily inaccurate when he talks about his own 
travels. Goldsmith, indeed, was so regardless of 
truth as to assert in print that he was present at 
a most interesting conversation between Voltaire 
and Fontenelle, and that this conversation took 
place at Paris. Now, it is cert^n that Voltaire 
never was within a hundred leagues of Paris 
during the whole time which Goldsmith passed 
on the continent. 

In 1756, the wanderer landed at Dover, with- 
out a shilling, without a friend, and without a 
calling. He had, indeed, if his own unsupported 
evidence may be trusted, obtained from the Uni- 
versity of Padua a doctor's degree; but this 
dignity proved utterly useless to him. In Eng- 
land, his flute was not in request; there were no 
convents ; and he was forced to have recourse to 
a series of desperate expedients. He turned 
strolling player ; but his face and figure were ill 
suited to the boards even of the humblest theatre. 
He pounded drugs, and ran about London with 
phials for charitable chemists. He joined a swarm 
of be^ars, which made its nest in Axe Yard. 
He was for a time usher of a school, and felt the 
miseries and humiliations of this situation so 
ke^y, that he thought it a promotion to be per- 
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mitted to earn hia bread as a bookseller's hack ; 
but he soon found the new yoke more galling than 
the old one, and was giad to become an usher 
again. He obtained a medical appointment in the 
service of the East India Company ; but (he ap- 
pointment was speedily revoked, 'frhy it was- 
revoked, we are not told. The subject was one 
on which he never liked to talk. It is probable 
that he was Incoiupetent to perform the duties of 
the place. Then he presented himself at Sur- 
geon's Hall for examination, as mate to a naval 
hospital. Even to so humble a post he was found 
unequal. By this time the schoolmaster, whom 
he had served for a morsel of food and the third 
part of a bed, was no more. Nothing remained 
but to return to the lowest drudgery of Uterature. 
Goldaniitb took a garret in a miserable court, to 
which he had to climb from the brink of Fleet 
Ditch by a dizzy ladder of flagstones called 
Breakneck Steps, The court and the ascent have 
long disappeared; but old Londoners well re- 
member both. Here, at thirty, the unlucky ad- 
venturer sat down to toil like a galley slave. 

In the succeeding six years, he sent to the press 
some things which have survived, and many which 
have perished. He produced articles for reviews, 
magaziaea, and newspapers ; children's books, 
which, bound, in gilt paper and adorned with 
hideous woodcuts, appeared in the window of the 
once far-famed shop at the comer of Saint Paul's 
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Churchyard ; An Inquiry into the State of Polite 
Learning in Europe, which, though of little or do 
value, is etill reprinted among his works; a Life 
of Beau Nash, which is not reprinted,' though it 
weU deserves to be so j a superficial and incorrect, 
but very readable, History of England, in a series 
of letters purporting to be addressed by a noble- 
man to his son ; and some very lively and amus- 
ing Sketches of London Society, in a series of 
letters purporting to be addressed by a Chinese 
traveller to his friends. All these works wei-e 
anonymous ; but some of them were well known 
to be Goldsmith's ; and he gradually rose in the 
estimation of the booksellers for whom he drudged. 
He was, indeed, emphatically a popular 'writer. 
For aecurafe research or grave disquisition, he 
was not well qualified by nature or by education. 
He knew nothing accurately; his reading had 
been desultory ; nor had he meditated deeply on 
what he had read. He had seen much of the 
world; but he had noticed and retained Ijtile 
more of what be had seen than some grotesque 
incidents and characters which had happened to 
strike his fancy. But, though his mind was very 
scantily stored with materials, he used what 
materials he had in such a way as to produce a 
wonderful effect. There have been many greater 
writers; but perhaps no writer was ever more 

1 [See Cunningham's editioa of tlie Works of Goldsmilli, 
vol. iv.] 
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uniformly agreeable. His style was always pure 
and easy, and, on proper occasions, pointed and 
energetic. His narratives were always amusing, 
bis descriptions always picturesque, his humour 
ricb and joyous, yet not without an occasional 
tinge of amiable sadness. About every thing that 
be wrote, serious or sportive, there was a certain 
natural grace and decorum, hardly to be expected 
from a man a great part of whose life had been 
passed among thieves and beggars, slreet-walkera 
and merry-andrewe, in those squalid dens which 
are the reproach of great capitals. 

As bis name gradually became known, the 
drcle of his acquaintance widened. He was 
introduced to Johnson, who was then considered 
as the first of living English writers ; to K«y- 
nolds, the first of English painters ; and to Burke, 
who had not yet entered parliament, but had dis- 
tinguished himself greatly by his writings and by 
the eloquence of his conversation. With these 
eminent men. Goldsmith became intimate. In 
1768, he was one of the nine original members of 
that celebrated fraternity which has sometimes 
been called the Literary Club, but which has 
always disclaimed that epithet, and still. glories in 
the simple name of The Club. 

By this time, Goldsiuilb had quitted his mis- 
erable dwelling at the top of Breakneck Steps, 
and had taken chambers in the more civilized 
region of the Inns of Court. But he was still 
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often reduced to pitiable shifts. Towaids the 
close of 1764, his rent was so long in arrear that 
his landlady one morning called in the help of a 
sheriff's officer. The debtor, in great perplexity, 
despatched a messenger to Johnson ; and Johnson, 
always friendly, though often surly, sent back the 
messenger with a guinea, and promised to follow 
speedily. He came, and found that Goldsmith 
had changed the guinea, and was railing at the 
landlady over a bottle of Madeira. Johnson put 
the cork into the bottle, and entreated his friend 
to consider calmly how money was to be procured. 
Goldsmith said that he had a novel ready for the 
press. Johnson glanced at the manuscript, saw 
that there were good things in it, took it to a 
bookseller, sold it for £60, and soon returned with 
the money. The rent was paid; and the sheriff's 
officer withdrew. According to one story. Gold- 
smith gave his landlady a sharp reprimand for 
her treatment of him ; according to another, he 
insisted on her joining him in a bowl of punch. 
Both stories are probably true. The novel which 
was thus ushered into the world, was the Vicar 
of Wakefield. 

But before the Vicar of Wakefield appeared in 
print, came the great crisis of Goldsmith's literary 
life. In Christmas week, 1764, he published a 
poem, entitled the Traveller. It was the first 
work to which he had pat his name ; and it at 
once vaisei him to the rank of a legitimate Eng- 
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lish classic. The opinion of the most skilful 
(aitics was, that nothing finer had appeared in 
verse since the fourth book of the Dunciad. In 
one respect, the Trarellcr differs frora all Gold- 
Bmith's other writings. In general, his designs 
were bad, and his execution good. In the Trav- 
eller, the execution, though deserving of much 
praise, is far inferior to the design. No philo- 
sophical poem, ancient or modern, has a plan so 
noble, and at the same time so simple. An Eng- 
lish wanderer, seated on a ci-ag among the Alps, 
near the point where three great countries meet, 
looks down on the boundless prospect, reviews his 
long pilgrimage, recalls the varieties of scenery, 
of chmate, of government, of religion, of national 
character, which he has observed, and comes to 
the conclusion, just or unjust, that our happiness 
depends little on political institutions, and much 
on the temper and regulation of our own minds. 

While the fourth edition of the Traveller was 
on the counters of the booksellers, the Vicar of 
Wakefield appeared, and rapidly obtained a popu- 
larity which has lasted down to ouc own lime, 
and which is likely to last as long as our language. 
The fabie is indeed one of the worst that ever was 
constructed. It wants not merely that probability 
which ought to be found in a tale of common 
Enghsh life, but that consistency which ought to 
be found even in the wildest fiction about witches, 
giants, and fairies. But the earher chapters have 
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all the sweetness of pastoral poetry, together with 
all the vivacity of comedy. Moses and his spec- 
tacles, the vicar and his monogamy, the sharper 
and his cosmogony, the squire proving from Aris- 
totle that relatives are related, Oiivia preparing 
herself for the arduous task of converting a rakish 
lover by studying the controversy between Robin- 
son Crusoe and Friday, the great ladies with their 
scandal about Sir Tomkyn's amours and Dr. Bur- 
dock's verses, and Mr. Eurchell with his " Fudge," 
have caused as much harmless mirth as has ever 
been caused by matter packed into so small a 
number of pages. The latter part of the ia!e is 
unworthy of the beginning. As we apprqach the 
catastrophe, the absurdities lie thicker and thicker; 
and the gleams of pleasantry become rarer and 

The success which had attended Goldsmith as 
a novelist, emboldened him to try Ms fortune as a 
dramatist. He wrote the Good-natured Man, a 
piece which had a worse fate than it deserved. 
Garrick refused to produce it at Drury Lane. It 
was acted at Covent Garden in 1768, but was 
coldly received. The author, however, cleared 
by biq benefit nights, and by the sale of the copy- 
right, no less than £500, five times as much as he 
had made by the Traveller and the Vicar of 
Wakefield t^^ether. The plot of the Good- 
natured Man is, like almost all Goldsmith's plots, 
very ill constructed. But some passages are ex- 
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qnisjtely ludicrous ; mucli more ludicrous, indeed, 
than suited the taste of the town at that lime. A 
canting, mawkish play, entitled False Delicacyi 
had just had an immense run. Seniimentality 
was all the mode. During some years, more tears 
were shed at comedies thaa at tragedies ; and a 
pleasantry which moved the audience to any tiling 
more than a grave smile, was reprobated as low. 
It is not strange, therefore, that the very best 
scene in the Good-natured Man, that in which 
Miss Richland finds her lover attended by the 
bailiff and the bailiff's follower in full court 
dresses, should have been mercilessly hissed, and 
should have been omitted after the first night. 

In 1770 appeared the Deserted Village. In 
mere diction and versification, this celebrated 
poem is fully equal, perhaps superior to the Trav- 
eller ; and it is generally preferred to the Trav- 
eller by liiat large class of readers who think, 
with Bayes in the Rehearsal, that the only use of 
a plan is (o bring in fine things. More discerning 
judges, however, while they admire the beauty of 
the details, are shocked by one unpardonable fault 
which pervades the whole. The fault which we 
mean, is not that theory about wealth and luxury 
which has so often been censured by political 
economists. The theory is indeed false ; but the 
poem, considered merely as a poem, is not neces- 
sarily the worse on that account. The iinest 
poem in the Latin language, indeed the finest 
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didactic poem in any language, was written in 
defence of the silliest and meanestof all systems 
of natural and moral philosophy. A poet may 
easily be pardoned for reasoning ill ; but he can- 
not be pardoned for describing ill, for observing 
Ihe world id which he lives so carelessly, that his 
portraits bear no resemblance (o the originals, for 
exhibiting as copies from real life monstrous com- 
binations of things which never were and never 
could be found together. Wlat would be thought 
of a painter who should mix August and January 
in one landscape, who should introduce a frozen 
river into a harvest scene ? Would it be a su^- 
cient defence of such a picture to say that every 
part was exquisitely coloured, that the green 
hedges, the appIS-trees loaded with fruit, the 
wagons reeling under the yellow sheaves, and the 
sun-burned reapers wiping their foreheads, were 
very fine, and that the ice and the boys sliding 
were also very fine ? To such a picture the De- 
serted Village bears a great resemblance. It is 
made up of incongruous parts. The village in its 
happy days, is a true English village. , The vil- 
lage in its decay, is an Irish village. The feUcity 
and the misery which Goldsmith has brought 
close together, belong to two different countries, 
and to two different stages in the progress of 
sodety. He had assuredly never seen in his 
native island such a rural paradise, such a seat of 
plenty, confent, and tranquillity, as his Auburn. 
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He had assuredly never seen in England all the 
inhabitants of such a paradise turned out of their 
homes in one day, and forced to emigrate in a 
body to America. The hamlet he had probably 
seen in Kent; the ejectment he had probably seen 
in Munster; but by joining the two, he has pro- 
duced something which never was and never will 
be seen in any part of the world. 

la 1773, Goldsmith tried his chance at Covent 
Garden with a second play, She Stoops to Con- 
quer. The manager was not without great diffi- 
culty induced to bring this piece out. The senti- 
mental comedy atiil reigned, and Gioldsmith's 
comedies were not sentimental. The Good- 
natured Man liad been too funny to succeed ; yet 
the mirth of the Good-naturefl Man was sober 
when compared with the rich drollery of She 
Stoops to Conquer, which is, in truth, an incom- 
parable force in five acts. On this occasion, how- 
ever, genius triumphed. Pit, boxes, and galleries 
were in a constant roar of laughter. If any 
bigoted admirer of KeUy and Cumberland ven- 
tured to hiss or groan, he was speedily silenced 
by a general cry of " turn him out," or " throw 
him over." Two generations have since confirmed 
the verdict which was pronounced on that night. 

While Goldsmith was writing the Deserted 
Village and She Stoops to Conquer, he was em- 
ployed on works of a very different kind, works 
from which he derived little reputation, hut much 
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profit. He compiled for the use of schools a 
History of Home, by which he made £800, a 
History of England, by which Le made £600, 
a History of Greece, for which he received £250, 
a Natural History, for which the hooksellers cove 
nanted to pay him 800 ^ aea. The e works he 
produced without a y elahorate e earch by 
merely selecting, ahnd^ n" ai J ra lat ng nto 
his own dear, pure ind flowing language what 
he found in books well knowQ o the world 1 ut 
too bulky or too dry for boys and girls. He com- 
mitted some strange blunders ; for he knew nothing 
with accuracy. Thus, in his History of England, 
he tells us that Naseby is in Yorkshire ; nor did 
he correct this mistake when the book was re- 
printed. He was very nearly hoaxed into putting 
into the History of Greece an account of a battle 
between Alexander the Great and Montezuma. 
In his Animated Nature, he relates, with faith 
and with perfect gravity, all the moat absurd lies 
which he could find in books of travels about 
gigantic Palagonians, monkeys that preach ser- 
mons, nightingales that repeat long conversations. 
" If he can tel! a horse from a cow," said Johnson, 
that is the extent of his knowledge of zoology." 
How little Goldsmith was qualified lo write about 
the physical science , ii sufficiently proved by two 
anecdotes. He ou one occasion denied that the 
sun is longer in the northem than in the ■^juthem 
signs. It was vain to cite the lulhorily of Mau- 
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pertuis. " Maupertuis ! " he cried, " I understand 
those matters better than Maupertuis." On an- 
other occasion, he, in defiance of the evidence of 
his own senses, maintained obstinately, and even 
angrily, that he chewed his dinner by moving hia 
upper jaw. 

Yet, ignorant as Goldsmith was; few writers 
have done more to make the first steps in the 
laborious road to knowledge easy and pleasant. 
His compilations are widely distinguished from 
the compilations of ordinary boolimakers. He 
was a greal, perhaps an unequalled, master of the 
arts of selection and condensatioti. In these 
respects, his histories of Rome and of England, 
and still more his own abridgments of these his- 
tories, well deserved to be studied. In general, 
nothing is less attractive than an epitome ; but 
the epitomes of Goldsmith, even when most con- 
cise, ore always amusing ; and to read them is 
considered by intelligent children, not as a task. 

Goldsmith might now be considered as a pros- 
perous man He hid the means of living in com- 
fort, and even m whit to one who had so often 
slept in barns and on bulks, must have been 
luxury. His tame was great, and was constantly 
rising. He lived in what was intellectually far 
the best society of the kingdom, in a sodety in 
which no talent or accomplishment was wanting, 
and in which the art of conversation was culti- 
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vated with splendid success. There probably 
were neyer four talkers more admirable in four 
different ways than Johnson, Burke, Beauclerk, 
and Garrick ; and Goldsmith was on terms of in- 
timacy with all the four. He aspired to share in 
their colloquial renown ; but never was ambition 
more unfortunate. It may seem strange that a 
man Who wrote with so much perspicuity, vivacity, 
and grace, should have been, whenever he took a 
part in conversation, an empty, noisy, blundering ■ 
rattler. But on this point the evidence is over- 
whelming. So extraordinary was the contrast 
between Goldsmith's published works and the 
silly things which he said, that Horace Walpole 
described him as an inspired idiot. "Noll," said 
Garrick, " wrote like an angel, and talked like 
poor Pol." Chamier declared that it was a hard 
exercise of faith to believe that so foolish a chat- 
terer could have really written the Traveller. 
Even Boswell could say, with contemptuous com- 
passion, that he liked very well to hear honest 
Goldsmith run on. "Yes, sir," said Johnson, 
"but he should not like to hear himself." Minds 
differ as rivers differ. There are transparent and 
sparkling rivers from which it is delightfol to 
drink as they flow ; to such rivers, the minds of 
such men as Burke and Johnson may be com- 
pared. But there are rivers of which the water, 
when iirst drawn, is turbid and noisome, hut be- 
comes pellucid as crystal and delicious to tlie 
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taste if it be suffered to stand till it has deposited 
a sediment ; and such a river is a type of the 
mind of Goldsmith. His first thoughts on every 
subject were confused even to absurdity, but they 
required only a little time to work themselves 
clear. "When he wrote, they had'that time ; and 
therefore his readers pronounced him a roan of 
genius ; but when he talked, he talked nonsense, 
and made himself the laughing-stock of his hearers. 
He was painfully sensible of his inferiority in 
conversation; he felt every failure keenly; yet 
he had not suflicient judgment and self-command 
to hold his tongue. His animal spirits and vanity 
were always impelling him to try to do the one 
thing which he could not do. After every attempt 
he felt that he had exposed himself, and writhed 
with shame and vexation ; yet the next moment 
he began again. 

His associates seem to have regarded him with 
kindness, which, in spite of their admiration of his 
writings, was not unmixed with contempt. In 
truth, there was in his character much to love, 
but very little to respect. His heart was soft 
even to weakness ; he was so generous that he 
quite forgot to be just; he foi^ave injuries so 
readily, that he might be said to invite them, and 
was so liberal to beggars, that he had nothing left 
for his tailor and his butcher. He was vain, 
sensual, frivolous, profuse, improvident One vice 
of a darker-shade was imputed to him, envy. But 
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there is not the least reason to believe that this 
bad passion, though it soraetimea made him wince 
and utter fretful exclamations, ever impeJled him 
to injure by wicked arts the reputation of any of 
his rivals. The truth probably is, that he was not 
more envious, but merely less prudent thaa hia 
neighbours. His heart was on his lips. All those 
small jealousies, which are but loo common among 
men of letters, but which a man of letters, who is 
also a man of the world, does his best to conceal, 
Goldsmith avowed with the simplicity of a child- 
"When he was envious, instead of affecting indif- 
ference, instead of damning with faint praise, in- 
stead of doing injuries slyly and in the dark, he 
told everybody that he was envious. " Do not, 
pray, do not talk of Johnson in such terms," he 
said to Bosweli, " you harrow up my very soul." 
George Steevens and Cumberland were men far 
too cunning to say such a thing. They would 
have echoed the praises of the man whom they 
envied, and then have sent to the newspapers 
anonymous libels upon him. Both what was good 
and what was bad in Goldsmith's character, was 
to his associates a perfect security that he would 
never commit such villany. He was neither ill- 
aatured enough, nor long-headed enough, to be 
guilty of any malicious act which required coq- 
trivance and disguise. 

Goldsmith haa sometimes been represented as 
a man of genius, cruelly treated by the world, and 



«jhy Google 



SXX MEMOIR OP GOIDSMITH. 

doomed to struggle with difficuldea, which at last 
broke his heart. But no representation can be 
more remote from the truth. He did, indeed, go 
through much sharp misery before he had done 
any thing considerable in literature. But after his 
name had appeared on. the title-page of the Trav- 
eller, he had none but himself to blame for his 
diatresses. His average income, during the last 
seven years of his hfe, certainty exceeded £400 a 
year, and £400 a year ranked, among the incomes 
of that day, at least as high as £800 a year would 
rank at present, A single man living in the 
Temple, with X400 a year, might then be called 
opulent. Not one in ten of the young gentlemen 
of good families, who were studying the law there, 
had so much. But all the wealth which Lord 
Clive had brought from Bengal, and Sir Lawrence 
Dundas from Germany, joined together, would not 
have sufficed for Goldsmith. He spent twice as 
much as he had. He wore fine clothes, gave dinners 
of several courses, p^d court to venal beauties. 
He had also, it should be remembered, to the 
honour of his heart, though not of his head, a guinea, 
or five, or ten, according to the state of his purse, 
ready for any tale of distress, true or false. But 
it was not in dress or feasting, in promiscuous 
amours or promiscuous charities, that his chief 
expense lay. He had been froin boyhood a gam- 
bler, and at once the most sanguine and the most 
unskilful of gamblers. For a time he put off the 
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day of inevitable ruin by temporary expedients. 
He obtained advances Sixtm booksellers, by prom- 
ising to execute works wbich he never began. 
But at length this source of supply failed. He 
owed more than £2000 ; and he saw no hope of 
extrication from his embarrassments. His spirits 
and health gave way. He was attacked by a 
nervous fever, which he thought himself compe- 
tent to treat. It would have been happy for him 
if his medical skill had been appreciated as justly 
by himself as by others. Notwithstanding the 
degree which he pretended to have received at 
Padua, he could procure no patients. " I do not 
practise," he once said ; " I make it a rule to pre- 
sctibe only for my friends." " Pray, dear Doctor," 
said Eeauelerk, "alter your rule; and prescribe 
only for your enemies." Goldsmith now, in spite 
of this excellent advice, prescribed for himself. 
The remedy aggravated the malady. The sick 
man was induced to call in real physicians ; and 
they at one time imagined that they had cured 
the disease. Still, his wetness and restlessness 
continued. He could get no sleep. He could 
take no food. "Tou are worse," said one of his 
medical attendants, "than you should be from the 
degree of fever which you have. Is your mtnd 
at ease ? " " No, it is not," were the last recorded 
words of Oliver Goldsmith. He died on the 3d 
of April, 1774, in his forty-sixth year. He was 
laid in the churchyard of the Temple ; but the 
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apot was not marked by any inscription, and is 
DOW forgotten. The coffin was followed by Burke 
and Reynolds. Both these great men were sin- 
cere mourners. Burke, when he heard of Gold- 
smith's death, had burst into a flood of tears. 
Reynolds had been so much moved by the news, 
that he had Hung aside his brush and palette for 
the day. 

A abort time after Goldsmith's death, a little 
poem appeared, which will, as long as our lan- 
guage lasts, associate the names of his two illus- 
trious friends with his own. It has already been 
menfioned that he sometimes felt keenly the sai^ 
casm which his wild blundering lalk brought upon 
him. He was, not long before his last illness, 
provoked into retaliating. He wisely betook him- 
self to his pen ; and at that weapon he proved 
himself a match for all bis assailants together. 
Within a small compass he drew with a singularly 
easy and vigorous pencil the characters of nine or 
ten of his intimate associates. Though this little 
work did not receive his last touches, it must 
always be regarded as a masterpiece. It is im- 
possible, however, not to wish that four or five 
likenesses which have no mterest for posterity, 
were wanting to that noble galleiy, and that their 
places were supplied by sketches of Johnson and 
Gibbon, as happy and ■vivid as the sketehes of 
Burke and Garrick, 

Some of Goldsmith's fnends and admirers hon- 
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oured him with a cenotaph in Westminster Abbey. 
Nolleltena was tiie sculptor ; and Johnson wrote 
the inscription. It is much to be lamentp.d that 
Johnson did not leave to posterity a more durable 
and a more valuable memorial of his friend. A 
life of Goldsmith would have been an inestimable 
addition to the Lives of the Poels. No man ap- 
preciated Goldsmith's writings more justly than 
Johnson; no man was better acqumntcd with 
Goldsmith's character and habits ; and no man 
waa more competent to delineate with truth aad 
spirit the peculiarities of a mind in which great 
jMJwers were found in company wilh great weat- 
nesses. But the list of poets to whose works 
Johnson was requested by the booksellers lo fur- 
nish prefaces, ended with Lyttelton, who died in 
1773. The line seems to have been drawn ex- 
pressly for the purpose of excluding the person 
whose portrait would have most fitly closed the 
series. Goldsmith, however, has been fortunata 
in his biographers. Within a few years, his life 
has been written by Mr. Prior, by Mr. Washing- 
ton Irving, and by Mr. Forster. The diligence 
of Mr. Prior deserves great pr^se ; the style of 
Mr. Washington Irving is always pleasing; bat 
the highest place must, in justice, be assigned to 
the eminently interesting work of Mr. Forster. 
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HORTHCOTE'S LIFE OP REYNOLDS, 

Ik the oonrae of Itia year, Sir Joshua took another trip to 
Paris, from nhioli he had BOaroely returned when Mr, Bonnet 
LangWn renewed, in a, rery pressing manner, an inrilatioa 
vbioh he bad given to him and Qoldamith to epend some pact 
of the antumn nith him and his lady, the Countesa of Bothes, 
at thair seat in Linooloshire, With thia obliging request, how- 
ever, he was unable W complji and Qoldamith, in a letter to 
Mr. lAogtun, declining the invitation on the part of both, ea;fs, 
' Reynolds is juat Tetnrned from Paris, and finds himself now 
in the case of a truant, that must make up for hia idle time by 
diligenee: we have therefore agreed to poatpone onr journey 
ail next summer.' 

In fact, at tbia period Sit Joshua may be said to have been 
at the lenith of his eminanoe, aa we aeo him now employed in 
portraying the most lllastrious personages in every dlSeient 
department, whilst his Indmaoy was aedulously sought after 
by all degrees of persons. 

Much of the attention which even Goldsmith personally met 
with was undoubtedly owing to the patronage of bis admu^ 
friend 1 yet Sir Joshaa used lo say that Qoldamith looked at 
or considered public notoriety or famo aa one great parcel, to 
the irhole of whieb be laid claim, and whoever parUxik of an; 
pnit of it, whether dancer, singer, sleigh t-of-hand man, or tum- 
bler, deprived him of his right, and drew off the attention of 
the world from himself, and which be was striving to gam. 

Xotwith standing thia, he lamented that whenever he entered 
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deprived bim of tlie enjojmeot and freadom of Booiety, and 
which he then made it hia endeavour tfl dispel bj playing 
nanlon und childish pranks la order to bring himself tu the 
wiahed-for level. 

It was very aoon nHcc mj list arrival in London, where 
every thing appeared new and nondertul to me, that I ex- 
pressed to Sir Joshua my impatient ouriosity to see Dr. Gold- 
smith, and ho promised. I should do so on the first opportunity. 
Eioon atterivarda Goldsmith eame to dine with him, and imme- 
diately on my entering the room. Sir Joshna, with a designed 
abruptness, said tome, 'This ia Dr. Goldsmith ; pmj.whjdid 
you wish to see hiinl ' I was much confused by the sudden- 
ness of tbe question, and answered, tn my burry, ' Because he 
b ft notable man.' This, in one sense of the vord, was so very 
contrary to the character and conduct of Goldsmith, that Sir 
Joshua burst into a hearty laugh, and said that Goldsmith 
chonld in future always be called the notable man. 

What I meant, however, to say was, that he waa a man of 

He appeared to me to ba Tery unaffected and good-natured ; 
but he was totally ignorant of the art of painting, and this he 
often confessed with much gaiety. 

It has been often aaid of Goldsmith, that he via ever desi- 
rous of being the object of attention in all eompatues where 
ha waa present, which the following onecdota may serve to 

Qce and Flanders, 
le displeasure at perceiving that more 
attention was paid to them tium to himself. On their entering 
a town, I think Antwerp, the populace surrounded the door 
of the hotel at nhicb they alighted, and testified a desire to 
see those beautiful young women) and the ladies, willing to 

and Goldsmith with them; but percaving that it waa not him- 
self who was the object of admiration, he presently withdrew, 
with evident signs of mortification, saying, as he went out, 
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Oqc dttj wlieo Drs. Guldsmith and Julmson were ai dinner 
with Siv Joshua, a poem, hy a poet alreoilj aliadod to, waa 
presented to Sir Joahna, hj his servant, froDi the author. 
Goldemith immediateljlaidholdcf it and began lo read it,iuid 
nt every line cut almost thmngh the paper with bis flnger-niu], 
crying out, ' What d — d nonsenae is this! ' when Sir Joshua 
canght it out of hia hands, aayiag, ' No, no, don't do so; you 
ehall not spail my book, neither; ' for the Doctor oould not 
bear to hear of another's fame. 

Sir Joshua was always cautious to preserve an unblemiahed 
oharaoter, and oaiefnl not to ujalte any tnan hia enemy, I re- 
member, nhen ha was told of some very indiscreet speech or 
action of Ooldsmith, he quickly said, ' What a fool he is thus 
to commit himself, nhen he has so much more cause to Iw care- 
ful of hia reputation than I have of mine ! ' nell recollecting 



favour, and that the world watches those who are diatinguiahed 

To Goldsmith, in particular, he was always attentive ; a 
man of whom it has been not unaptly said, that hia carelcasnesa 
of conduct and frivolity of manners obsciu^d the goodness of bis 
heart. Mr. Cumberland, in his own Memoirs, has a passage 
peculiarly illustradre of this, whore he says that ' Sir Joshua 
Beyaolda was very good to him, and would have drilled him 
iuilt better trim and order fhr sodety, if h« would have been 
amenable; for Eeynolda was a perfect gentleman, had good 
sense, great propriety, with all the social attributes, and all 
the graces of hospitality, equal to any man. He well knew 
bow to appreciate oien of talents, and how near akin the Muse 
of Poetry vraa to that art of which he waa so eminent amaater. 
From Goldsmith he oangbt the subject of his famous Ugolino: 
what aids ho got from otbera, if he got any, were worthily 
bestowed and happily applied.' 

Mr. Cumberland, however, is perhaps rather inaiourata in 
his asaetlioa respecting the painting of ' Ugolino,' which waa 
finished in this year (1773), and begun, not long before, as an 
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The 6ml is, thut tbia painting ma; be ciud to hare been pro' 
duced as aa hisborieal picture b; an nccidcDt; for the bend of 
tlie Count had been painted previous to the year 1771, and fln- 
Isbedonnhat ne painters call 'a half-length canvas,' and vaa, 
in point of expression, exactt; lu it Don EtJinds, but nitbout 
an; intention, on the part of Sir Joslma, of mnliiQg it the ciib- 
ject of an historical eompositiun, or having the stoi; of Coant 
Ugolino in his thoughts. Being exposed in the picture-gal ler;, 
Blong with his other works, it was seen either h; Mr. Edmund 
Burke or Dr. Goldsmith, I am not eerta.in which, who imraa- 
diatclj eiotaimed, that it struek him as being the precise per- 
son, countenance, and expression of the Count Ugolino, aa 
described hj Dante in his * Inferno/ 



moment, and then, in great haste, called it, ' She Stoops to Con- 
quer, or the Mistakes of a Night.' Sir Joshua, who disliked 
this name for a play, offered a much better to him, sajing, 
' You ought to call it the Belle's Stratagem ; and if you do not, 
I will damn it.' However, Goldsmith chose to name it himself, 
t£ above ; and Mrs. Cowley has sinee given that uame to one 

GoldsmiLb was in great anxiety about its success; he was 
much distressed in his finances at the tioie, and all his hopes 
hung on the event; and at the dinner preceding the representa- 
tion of his play, his mouth became so parched and dry, from 

single mouthfiii. The actors themselves hod great doubts of 
its success; but, contrary tu their expectations, tha play was 
received with great applause; Sir Joshua and a large party of 
friends going fut the purpose of supporting it if necessary. The 
dinner-party, which took plaoe at the Shakespeare, is humo- 
rously described by Cumberland. Dr. Johnson took the head 
ef the table, and there were present the Burkes, Caleb White- 
fiionl. Major Mills, Ac. Ac. 

at Dr. Goldsmith gave me an order soon after this. 
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,.Itb which r went to see this comedy; and tbe next time I 
BttiT him, he inquired of me what, mj oplnioQ was of it. I told 
Um that I wonld not presume to he ;i jndge of its merits; he 
than sdiJ.'Did it molie you laugh 1 ' I answered, 'Bioeed- 
Ingly." 'Then,'Eaid the Dootor, 'that is itU I require.' 

One day Dr. J.)hnson and Dr. Goldsmith meeting at Sic 
Joshua Reynolds's table, theoonvecsation turned on the merits 
of that well-known triigedy, Otway's Venice Preserved, which 
Ooldamith hiahlj extullcd, asserting that ot ali tragedies it 
was lie one nearest in eicellenoe to Shakespeare; when John- 
son, in his peremptory manner, oontradicled him, and pro- 
nounced that there were not forty good lines to he found in the 
whole play; adding. ' Pooh ! wliat stuff aie these lines; — 

' What feminine tales hast thou been listening to, of nnaired 
shirts, catarrhs, and toothache, got hy tbin-aoled shoes 1 ' 

•True,' replied Ooldsmilh, 'to be sure that is very like 
Shakespeare.* 

Of this subject, howoyer, I presume my readers will think I 
have gi^en them enough: I shall, therefore, revert to another 
friend of Sir Joshua's, poor Goldsmith, who left this world on 
the 4th of April, 1771; tbe first, too, of those on whom the 
epitaphs had been so playfully written, as I have before alluded 
lo in another place. 

Just before hia death, he had nearly completed a design for 
the execution of a ' Universal Dictionary of the Aria and 
Scienoes,' Of this he had published the Prospectus, or, at least, 
bad distributed copies of it amongst his friends and acquaint- 
anoca. It did not meet with any warm enoonragemBnt, how- 
ever, from the booksellers, although Su' Joshua Reynolds, 
Johnson, Garriok, and Pevcral others of his literary oonneiions, 
had promised him their assistance on various subjccta; and the 

In the Dedication of his ' Descried Village ' lo Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, already noticed. Goldsmith alludes lo the death of 
hia eldest brother, Henry, the clergyman ; and his various 
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thar, and of whom it is ataled by Bishop Percy, that, linving 

to Oliver that he fannd it dimcult to live like a gentlemEia. To 

ont delay, qnit so unprofitable a trade, and bBtalie himself to 
some handicraft employment. Mautioe wisely, as the Bishop 
adds, took the hint, and bound himself apprentice to a cabinet- 
maker, and when out of his indentures set up in business for 
himself, in which ha was engaged during the viceroyutty of the 
late Duke of Kntland; and his shop being in Dublin, he wna 
noticed by Mr. Orde, since Lord Bolton, tho Lord Lieutenant's 
Secretary, who recommended him to the patronage of the duke, 
out of regard to the memory of his brother. 

In conscquonoc of this, he receired the appointment of in- 
spector of licences in that metropolis, and was also employed 
as macebearec by the Royal Irish Academy, then just estab- 
lished. Both of these places were compatible with his business; 
and in the former he gave proof of great integrity by detecting 

by which he himself might have profited, if he had not been 
a man of principle. He has now been dead not more than 
fifteen years. I enter more particularly into bis history, from 
having seen the following passage in one of Oliver's letters la 
him: ' You tallied of being ray only brother, — I don't under- 
stand you. Where is Charlosi ' 

This, indeed, was a i^nestion which Maurice conld not an- 
swer then, nor for many years afterwards^ but as the anecdote 
is curious, and I have it from a friend on whose authority I can 
rely, I shall give it a place here nearly in his own words. 

My friend informed me, that whilst travelling in the staga- 
eooch toitarda Ireland, la the autumn of 1791, be was joined 
at Oswestry by a venerable-looking gentleman, who, in the 
conrse of the morning, mentioned that his name was Qoldsmith, 
when one of the party observed, that if he was going to In 
land, that name would ba a passport for him. The strangf 

that the memory of Oliver nas embalmed amongst his country- 
men. A tear glistened in the stranger's eye, who immediately 
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ftUBWered, ' I am his brother.* The gentleman -wlio tad first 
made tlie ofasecvation on ths name looked doubtioglj, and said, 
'He has but one brother living: I know hi la well,' 'True,' 
replied the stranger, ' for it ma; be said that I am liEen from 
the dead, having been for many ;ears EDppaned tu be no longer 
in the land of the living. I am Cbartea, the joungesi of the 
family. Oliver, I know, is dead; bnt of Henrj and Mnurioe I 
know nothing.' 

On being inlbrined of varioDS pottlaitlara of his famitj, the 
stranger then told his simple tale ; nbicb nos, that, having 
heard of his brother Noll mLiing in the first suciet; in London, 
be tooh it for granted Ihat his fortune qaa made, and that he 
oould soon make a brother's also; he therefore left home ;Tith-> 
out nodoe, but soon found, on his arrival in London, that the 
plotore be hod formed ofhia brother's situation was too highly 
coloured ; that Noll ivonld not introduce him to bis greet 
friends, and, iu fact, that alUiaugh out of a jail, be was also 
often out of a lodging. 

Disgusted with this entrance into high life, and ashamed to 
return home, the young man left London without aequwnting 
his brother with hia intentions, or even writing to his friends in 
Ireland; and proceeded, a poor adventarer, to Jamaica, where 
he lived for many years without ever renewing an intercourse 
with his friends, and b; whom he wa9, of course, supposed la 
he dead; though Oliver may at first have Imagined that he 
had returned to Ireland. Years now passed on, and young 
Charles, by industry and perseverance, began to save seme 
property; soon after which, he married a widow lady of some 
fortune; when, his yonng family re^^uiring the advantages of 

mine into the stats of society, and into the propriety of bringing 
over bis wife and family: on this projecl: he was then engaged, 
and was proceeding to Ireland to vi^it his nativo home, and with 
the intention of making hvmself known to such of his relatives 
as might still bo living. Hia plan, however woe to conceal his 



■icg at Dublm, the party separated ; 
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afew xeeka aflcrwarda, returning from the north, called tit the 
Hotel »horo he knew Mr. Eloldsinith intended to re^de. There 
lie met him ; nhen the aiuiahle eld mw, for saoh he reaQ; nus, 
told him that he had pat hU plan in execu^on; hod given him- 
self as mneh ot the appearance o! poverty aa he could with 
propriety, and thus proceeded to tha shop of hb brother Mnu- 
rice, where he inquired for eeveml articles, and then noticed 
the name 'over the door, asking if it hud nn; conaeiion nith 
the famous Dr. Goldsmith, 

'What, then,' replied the stranger, 'ia become of the 
others? ' 

' Henry haa long been dead ; and poor Charles has not heen 

'But suppose Oharlea were alive,' said the stranger, ' would 
hia friends ooknowledge himT 'Oh, yes! ' replied Maurice, 
'gladly indeed! ' 'He lives, then; but as poor as when he 
left you.' 

Maurice instantly leaped over bis counter, hugged him in 
bis arma, luid, Keeping with pleasure, cried, ' Welcome, wel- 
come! here you shall find a home and a brother.' 

It ia needleas to add, that this denouement was perfectly 
agreeable 1o the stranger, who was then preparing to return to 
Jamaica 1o make his proposed family arrangement ; bat my 
friend having been engaged for the next twenty years in tra- 
versing the four quarters of the globe, — being LimBeiC a wan- 
derer, — bas never, since that period, had an opportunity of 
making inqnlriea Into the welfare of the stranger, for whom he 
had, indeed, formed a great eateem, eren on a few days' 

Sir Joshua was mnoh aEfeoted by the death of Goldsmith, to 
whom he had been a very sincere friend. Ha did not touch 
the pencil for that day; a circumatJiQce most eitraordinary for 
hini, who passed no day without a line. He acted as executor, 
and managed in the beat manner the confuaed state of the Doc- 
tor's aBiiirs. At first he intended, as I have already stated, to 
iiave made a grand funeral for him, assisted by aeverat aub. 
fcriptbna to that intent, and to have baried him in the Abbey, 
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bis pnllbearera to have been Lord Shelboriio, Lord Loath, Sir 
Joshua binuelf. Barks, Garrick, Ste.; but, on iBOOODd thongbta, 
he resolved to bore him buried ia the plainest and most private 
maanorpoSBiblo,ob3erv-iog that the moat pompons funerals are 
soon past and forgotten, and that it nould be much toore pru- 
dent to apply what money could be procured to the pntpoae of 
a, more substantia] and more losUng memorial of his departed 
friend, by a monument ; and ho was accordingly privately 
interred in the Temple botying-gronnd. 

^r Josbua neat himself to Westminster Abbey, and fixed 
upon a place where Goldsmith's monument now stands, over a 
door in the Poet's Corner. He thought himself lackyin being 
»ble to &nd so conspicnoas a situation for it, as there Ecarcety 

Nollekons, the souiplor, was employed to make the monu- 
■nent, and Dr. Johnson oomposed the epitaph. 

There is a very fine portrait, wUoh 19 the only original one 
of Dr. Goldsmith, now at Knonle, the seat of the Duke of 
Dorset, painted by Sir Joshua. 

A lady, who was a great friend of Dr. Goldsmith, eamestiy 
desired to have alockof his hair tokeep as a memorial of him; 
and his coffin was opened again, after it had been closed np, 
to procure this lock of hair from his haad. This relic is still 
in the possession of the family, and is the only one of the kind 
which has bean preserved of the Doetor. 

An observation of Dr. Beatlie, respeotiog the deceased 
Poet, in a letter to Mr. Montagu, must out be passed over: — 
' I am sorry for poor Goldsmith. There were some things in 
his temper which I did not like, but I liked man;' things in hla 
genius; and I was sorry to find, last summer, that he looked 
upon me as a person who seemed to stand between bim and 
bis interest. Eowever, when next we meet, all Ibis tvill be 
forgotten; andthejoalousyof authors, which, Dr. Gregory used 
to say, was nait to that of phyaieians, will be no more.' 

Soon after Qoldsmitb's death, some people dining with Sir 
Joshua were commenting rather freely on come part of bla 
neither disooverod talent nor ori- 
iual growling 
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manner for Bome time; when, at length, his patience heing 
eshauBted, he rose nilh great dignity, looked tbeni fnll in the 
fbte, and exclaimed, ' If nobody nas Buffered to abuso poor 
Ooldy but those who could nrite as well, he would have ten 

YeCiOfl anotber occsaion, aoon after tlie death of Goldsmith, 
a lady uf hie ucqunintaDCe was condoling irith Dr. Johnson on 
Uieir lose, eajing, * Poor Ooldsmilbi I am exceedingly sorry 
tbrhiio-, he wae ever; man's friend!' 

' No, modom,' answered Johnson, ' he was no man's friend.' 
In this seemingly harsh sentence, however, he merely al- 
luded to the earelese and imprudent conduct of Goldsmith, aa 
heing no friend eren to himself; and, when that is the case, a 
man is rendered incapable of being of any essenUal service to 

It has been generally circulated, and believed by many, that 
Ooldsmith was a mere fool in converEation; but, in truth, this 
has been greatly eTCaggcrated by such as were really fools. la 
allusion to this notion, Mr. Horace Walpole, who admired his 
nridngs, said ho was an * inspired idiot; ' and Garrick de- 
scribed him aa one. 

Who wrote like an angel, but talb'd like poor poU.^ 
girJoshDaReynoldsmcntioned to BoEwell that he frequently 
had heard Goldsmith talk warmly of the pleasure of being liked, 
and observe how hard it would be if literary excellence should 
preclude a man from tJiab E^tisfactioit, which he perceived it 
ctlen did, from the envy which attended it; and therefore Sir 
Joshua was convinced that he vas intentionaHy more absurd. 
In order tc Iceeen himself in Eccial inlercouree, trusting that 
his cbaraoter would be suBlcientlj eupporled by his works. If 
it was his intention tu appear absurd in company, he was oftea 
veiy euceessful. This, in my own opinion, was really the ease; 
and I also think Sir Joshua was so scnfible of the advantage 
of it, that he, yet in a much less degree, followed the same 
idea, as be never had a wish to impress his company with any 
awe of the great abilities with which ha was endowed, eape. 
dally nhen in the society of those high inHnk. 
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I haie heard Sir Joslina sny that he has fi-eqnently seen lie 
whole oompanj struck with an awrul silence at the entrance 
of Goldsmith, but that QoldamilJi has quickly dispelled the 
oharm by his bojish and social mannerE, and ho then h^ soon 
beoome the plaything and favourite of the oompanj. 

Mr. Boswell in this year records on opinion of Sir Joshua's 
on the subjeet of oaoTersatioQ, vhiuh tnay be noticed in this 
plaoe. When it hEkd been proposed to add some members to 
the Literary Club (durmg Goldsmith'^ life), that nriler had 
said in farour of it, that it would give the club an agreeable 
Tariety, that there could then be nothiog new among the mem- 
bers, and that they hod travelled over eaoh other's rainds; t« 
which Johnson answered, ' Sir, yon have not travelled over 
my mind, I promise you.' When Sir Joshua was afternards 
told of this, he agreed with Goldsmith, saying, that, 'when 
people have lived a great deal together, they know what each 
of them will say on the subject. A new nuderalanding, there- 
fore, is desirable ; because, though it may only furnish the same 
sense npon a question which would have been furnixhed by those 
with whom we are accustomed to live, yet this sen^e will have 
a different colouring, and colouring is of much eOect in every 
thing else as well as in painting.' 

The nmntioo oE Goldsmith calls to my recollection a ciroum- 
etonce related to me by Miss Reynolds. 

About the year 1170, Dr. Goldsmith lost bis mother, who 
died in Ireland. On this oooasionho immediately dressed him- 
self in a suit of clothes of gray cloth, trimmed with black, such 
as commonly Is wora for second mourning. When he appeared 
the first time after this at 81c Joshua Reynolds's honse. Miss F. 
Reynolds, the sister of Sir Joihoa, asked hjm whom he hod 
lest, aa she saw he wora mourning; when he answered, a. dis- 
tant relation only; being shy, as I conjectnre, to own that he 
woresuoh slight mourning for BO near a relative. This appears 

all those who did not know his mother, or of her death, would 
not expeot or require him to wear mourning at all, and to nil 
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Ihoae who knew of his laother'a death, it would appear to bo 
EOtthepropardressofmoiiraiog for BO near a relative; ao that 
he satisfied iiobodj, and displeased some; for Miss Reynolds, 
who aflornards beard of her doath, thought it unfeeling ia hita 
to call his mother a distant relation. 



CRADOCK'S MKOELLANEOUS MEMOIRS. 

I taiHE m; acqunintaDce with Dr. Goldsmith mnst have oooi- 
menoedatMr. Yalos'a house. My Introduotjonto Mr.Murphy 
certalalj took place there. The Doctor afterwards favoured 
me with a Ptologua for my tragedy of Zobeide, probably in 
eonaequenca a! some application made hy the Taica family, 

' Mr. Goldsmith presents his best respects to Mr. Cradocki 

to make it better. Ha begs he will give Mr. Tates the proper 

the public.* 

■ Enr the Right D'on. Lord Claie, 
(Uf. CrodMk,) OaaSeld, Essex.' 

This Prologue was evidently mtended to bo spoken hy Mr. 
Yates, but it was forwarded lo Mr. Quick; a oomio Prologue, 

suited with the lofty dignity of the first tragic actress; indeed 
their names rarely appeared in the same play-bill, they were 
not calculated for the same meridian. 

The following note seems to refer to one of hia earlier pro- 
iuctions; but I retain neither letter nor written document of 
any kind from blm with a date. 

'Mr. Goldsmith's best respects to Mr. Cradock; when he 
asked him to-day, he quite forgot an engagement of ahuvB a 
week's standing, which has been made pnrpoaelj for him; ha 
[eels himself quite uneasy at not being permitted to have his 
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The flrat letter I ever received from Dr. Goldsmith waa Bent 
to me in Leicestershire, where I had preiiousl; altered his 
Ootoeiiy of ' She Stoops to Conquer,' 

• Mi DsiB 8in, — The Play has met with a success much 
bejonil yonr expectations or mine. I thanb jou Bineerel; for 
yonr Epilogue, which, however, eonld not be nsed, but with 
your permiaslon shall be printed. The story, in short, is this: 
Mnrphj eent me rather the ontline of an Epilogne than an 
Epilogue, which was to be Bung by Mrs. Catley, and which she 
approved. Mrs. Bnlkley, hearing this, inaisted on throwing np 
her part, nnless, according to the custom of the theatre, she were 
permitted to speak the Epilogue. In thb embarrassment, X 
thought of making a quarrelling Epilogue between Catley and 
her, debating who should speak the Epilogue; but then Mrs. 
Catley refused, after I had taken the trouble of drawing it out. 
I WHS then at a loss indeed ; an Epilogue was to he made, and 
for none but Mrs. Bulkley. I made one, and Colman thought 
it too bad to be spoken; I was obliged, therefore, to try a 
fourth Ume, and I made a very mawkish thing, as you'll shortly 
see. Such is the history of my stage adventures, and which I 
have at last done with. 

'I cannot help saying that I am very sick of the stage; and 
though I believe I shall get three tolerable benefits, yet I shall, 
upon the whole, be a loser, even in a pecuniary light: my ease 
ind comfort I oertainly lost while it was in agitation. 
' I Euu, my dear Cradock, 

■Yenr obliged and obedient Servant, 
'Oliveb Goldsmith.' 
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E3a, IN THE CHARACTER OF TONT 
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T:la best, wliat hs-ps in lottery B,nd jn life. 
I'm off, — tlie Imrsea Hcampet Ihrongli tin etnets, 

To eTerj Raoo, to PiHlinies evecy night, 
Not to the PhijB (they say), it been't polite ; 
To Saaler'a Wells, perhaps, or Operaa goj 
Aui once, perchance, to th' Roratorio. 



We kiunc vhat'B blgb genteel as nelt as they. 
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Though I waa Inatteutiv-e to my own prodactions of every 
sort, I hope I was alwaja careful as to those of others Dr. 
GoWsraith presented to mo hia Th d A gual 1 written 
on the Princess Dowager's death I g p I Mr. 

Miohola, and have smce seen the f 11 wm t t f m Mr. 
Chalmers's Life of Guldsmith, in th 11 t f E iglish 

Poets, published in 1610: — 

'The present edition of his poem eop df m th pctavo 
prmeipollf, with the addition of th Thr lis A g talis, a 
pieoe vhich has hitherto escaped the researches of his editors. 
It la now printed from a, copy giren hy the author to his friend 
Joseph Cradoek, Esq. of Grumtey, author of Zobeide, and obli- 
^ngly lent to me bj Mr. Nichols. If it add little to his tame, 
it exhibits a curiona inelsnco of the facility with which he gra. 
tifled his employe ra on a Terj abort notice.' 

Dr. Percy rery kindly introduced me to dine at the Ijtersiry 
Club, at the bottom of St. Jamca's-street, where we met Dr. 
Goldsmith, The table that day waa crowded, and I sat neit 
Mr. Burlie; but as Mr. Richard Burke talked much, and the 



myne 


ighbonr. Ooeofthe 


party 


oearc 


IS remarke 


d that there 




I oftenaivc ameli in tl 




,and 


thought i 


t must pro- 


ceedfi 




aaunde 


irthe 


table; bui 


t Mr. Burke, 


with a 


amile, turned to me 


, and said, •] 


[ rather fe 


ar it is from 


the be 


ef-aleak pie that is o 


■ppoaite 


loua, 


, the crust 


of which is 


made 


with some very had 




, that 


comes frc 


im my coun- 


try.' 


Just at that mom? 


int Dr. 


John 


son Bent his plate for 



dispatched, and returned his plate for more. Burlie, without 
thought, eiclaimed, ' I am glad that yon are able so well to 
relish this boef-ateak pie,' Johnson, not at all pleased that 
what he eat should ever be noticed, immediately retorted, 
' There ia a time of lite, ar, when a man requires the repairs 
of a table.' 

Before dmner was finished, Mr.Garrickcame in, full dteaaed, 
made many apologiea for being ao muoh later than he luleuded, 
but he had been unespectedly detamed at the House of Lords, 
aud Lord Camden had absolutely insisted upon aetting him 
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down at the door of the hotel in his <ma enrriage. Johnson 
Btild nothing, but he looted a TOlume. 

During the ufteinoon, Eome literar; diapnt« umae ; but Johu- 
Eon fat silent, till the Dean of Derrj very respectfully said, 
• We nil Irish, sir, for jonr opinion on tlie aubjeot.' Johnson 
iaelined bis head, and never shone more inhia life than at that 
period: be replied nithout an; pomp; he wns perfeotl; clear 
and explicit, full of the subject, and left nothing nndetermined. 
There was a pause, and he was then bailed with astonishment 
by all the company. The evening in general passed off very 
pleasantly: some talicd perhops for amuacment, and others 
for victory. Wo eat very late; and the oonveraation that at 
last ensued was the direct canse of my Mend Goldsmith's poem, 
called ' Retaliation.' 

Dr. floldsmith and I never quarrelled, for he was convinced 
that I had a real regard for him; hut a Irind of civil spatring 
coQtinnnlly took place between us. ' You are bo attached,' 
Bays he, ' to Hurd, Gray, and Maaon, that you thint nothing 
good can proceed bnt out of that formal school. Now I'll 
mend Gray's Elegy, by leaving out an idle word in every 
line,' — 'And for me. Doctor, completely apoil it.' 



■ Bnough, Enough ! I have no ear for more.' 

' Cradock (after a pause), I em determined to come down 
into the country, and make some stay with you, and I will 
build you an ice-hoase.' — ' Indeed, my dear Doctor,' I replied, 
' you will not; jou have got the atrangest notion In the world 
of making amends to your friends, wherever you go; I hope, 
if yoH favour me with a visit, that you will consider your own 
company is the beat recompense.' — 'Well,' aaya Goldsmith, 
'that is dvill; enongh expressed; but I ehould like to build 
you an ice-house ; 1 have built two already, they are perfect, 
and this should be a pattern to alt your country.' 

' I dined yesterday,' says be, laying down bis papers, ' in 
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oompany with three of jonr friends, and I talked at every 
thing.' — 'And they would spare you in nothing.' — 'I cared 
not for that, I persisted; but I declare soletnnlj to jou, that, 
though I angled the whole etening, I never once obtained a 
bite.' 

'You are oil of yon,' oontinned he, 'absolutely afraid of 
Johnson : now I attack him boldly, and without the least 
reserve.' — 'You do, Doctor, and somatiaiee catoh a Tartar.' 

member the last Ume we ever supped together, he sat sulky 
and growling, but I resolved to fetch him out.' — 'You did, 
and at lost he told you that he would have no more of yoar 
fooleries.' 

It was always thought fdr by some persons to make what 
stories they pleased of Dr. Goldsmith, and the following was 
freely oiroulated in ridicule of him ; 'That he attended the 
n-Etreet, and that frOTU envy ha wished to 






le puppets.' I was of the party. 



and remember no more than that the Doctor, the . 
ludlara of St. John's College, and some others, went together 
to ace the puppetsbow: there we were all greatly enterlsined, 
and many idle remarks might posdbly be made by all of us 
during the evening. Mr. Lndlam afterwards laughingly da- 
olared, that he believed he must shut up all his expeiimenta 
at Cambridge and Leicester in future, and take lectures only 
during the winter from Fantoeoinia, and the expert mechanists 
of both the royal theatres. 

The greatest real fault of Dr. Goldsmilh was, that, if he had 
thirty pounds in his pookat, he wouid go into certain ooinpaniea 
in the country, and, in hopes of doubling the sum, would gene- 
rally return to town without any port of it. 

One of the worst affrays that Dr. Goldsmith ever engagad 
m was with Evans the bookseller, of Patamoater Bow. Evans 
was the editor of the Universal Magoaine, and had suffered a 
most offensive article to he inserted therein, which turned to 
ridioole not only the Doctor, but some ladies of the highest 
respectability. The Doctor nofortunately want to dine with 
the family, in Westminster, just after thay had read this in- 
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BHiliog article, and thej ware all moat highly indignant at it. 
Tbe Doctor, agociied all dinner-dmo, but, bb soon ns posaiblo 
arcemards, be stole avaj, set oS in great haBt« for Pal«rnoeler 
Raw, and caned Erans in liia own shop. This was every way a 
terrible afiUr, and I privately consulted witi Dr. Johoaon con- 
eeming it. He said, ' that tbis at any time would bave been 
highly prejudioial to Goldamlth, but particularly now ; * and 
ho advised me, as I was intimate with both, that I should call 
upon Evans, and endeavour to get the matter adjusted. I fol' 
lowed his odvioe, and Evans really behaved very hindly to ma 
on the eceasion. I tmly urged, ' that this publication had cut 
off Dr. Goldamitb from the eociety of one of the most friendly 
bouaes that he had ever frcqacntod, and that he eould not bnve 
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I had not aeen or beard from Dr. Goldamitb for a very con- 
siderable time, till I came to town with my wife, who was to 
place herself under the care of Mr. Parkinson, dentist, in Fleet- 
street, for rather a dangerous operation; and we took lodgings 
in Norfolk-street, that we might be in bis neigbbourbood. 
Goldsmith I found much altered, and at times very low-, and 
I devoted almost all my inorDlnga lo his immediate service. 
He wished me to look over and revise Some of his works; but. 
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publish, bj Bubseription, hia two celebrated poems 
Teller' and 'The Deserted Village,' wilh notes 
irell anare Chat I wits do striuiger to JohnEon'e 
some little addickm to tbo one, and possiblj had suggested some 
correeUons at least for the other ; but the real meaning was to 
giye some great poraons an opportunity of delicately eooseying 
peouniaryrelief, of which the Doctor at that time waa parti- 
ouUrl J in 

whilat he sat near me, he ralhar submitted W tban enoouraged 
mj zealous prooeedings. 

nite]; better than I expected, and in a kind of exulting styla 
he exclaimed, > Here are some of the best of my prose nritings: 
I have been hard at nork ever since midnight, and I desire you 
to examine thorn.' -These,' said I, 'ara exoelleot indeed.' 
■They are,' replied he, 'intruded as aji introduetioa to a body 
of arte and sciences.' 'If so. Dr. Goldsmith, let me most 
serlouEly entreat, that, as jonr name js to he prefixed, more 
eare may bo talien by those who are to oouipile the work than 
haa formerly been the case, when Knaresborongh was printed 
for Nasaby, and Yorfcabira for NorthamptonBhiro; and you 
know what was the eonseqoenes with Mr. Cadell.' 

We entered on varions topics, and I left him that morning 
Bcenjingiy much relieved. 

The day before I was to set out from town for Leicestershu^, 
I insisted upon his dining with us. He replied, ' I will ; but 
on one condition, that you will not ask me to eat any thing.' 
'Nay,' said I, ' this answer, Qoldsniitb, is absolutely unkind; 
Ibr I bad hoped, a< we are entirely served from the Crown 
and Anchor, that you would have named something that yon 
might have relished." ' Well,' says he, ' if you will but es- 
plain it to Mrs. Crodook, I will certainly wait upon yon." 

The Doctor found, as usual, at my apartments, newspaperg 
and pamphlets, and with a pen and ink he amused himaelf as 
well OS he could. I had ordered from the ijivern some 6sb, a 
roasted joint of lamb, and a tart; and the Doctor either sat 
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down or walked obont, just as ho liked. After dinner he loofe 
Borne nine nitli biscuits; but I yiaa soon obliged to leave bim 
for a wtile, as I had matters to aottle for our nest daj'a jour- 
ney. On mj return, eoEfee was ready; and tlie Boct^T appeared 
more cheerful (for Mrs. Cradock was always ratber a favonrito 
with him), and in the oourse of the evertiag be endeavoured to 
talk and remark as usual, but all was Ibrae. He stayed till 
midnight, and I insisted OQ seeing him safe borne; and we 
most cordially shook hands at the temple gate. 

Dr. Goldsmith did not live long after onrretura into Leices- 
tershire, ond I hare often since regretted that I did not reniMn 
longer in town at every ioooovenlcnce. Yet, alas! what could 
I have donel With one or two selcet friends, 1 might hayo 
stood by his bedside, deeply lamenting hia most unfortunate 
Eate, till he, in a last agony, would hace e:[claiDied, — 



DR. GOLDSMITH, 

I ill aware that what I am about to relate will somewbat 
subject myself to ridiCDle. It was the &shion of some aothorg 
frequently to retail poor Goldsmith's absurdities; but they, 
at times, misrepresentfid or exaggerated. I reooUeet one 
evening he had lannehed ont unboundedly, and ne:(t morning 
I ventured to say to him, that ' I was earprised that in that 
company he would lay himself so open.* His answer was, 
Ibeliereldid; I fired at them all ; langledall tbeniglit,bnt 
I caught nothing.' When he was scheming some essay perhaps, 
he would force the subject on every body, tillJohnson has been 
quite provoked, and at last did say, ' My dear Doctor, let ua 
have at more of jonr fooleries to-night.' Mr. Boswell and 
others have given some account of these particular absurdities 
of Goldsmith relative to the Fantoccini, then eihibiting in Lon- 
don J and OS I was present at the greater part of what then 
passed, I will beg to trespass with all the truth I know. Dr. 
Ooldsmith Epoke most highly of the perfunnance in Pantoa- 
Btrcet, and talked abont bringing out a comedy of his own there 
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Id ridicule. Whea tha Rev. Wm. tudlam, the greot meohanto, 
of Leieester, eame to town, I often tallied sIxiDt Goldsmith to 
him, and persuaded him to go and see the puppolahow. iie 
waa quitfi Burprised and entertained, and deolated that, at tha 
conclusion of tlie little comedy, the puppets acted so naturally, 
that, though he placed himself close to the stage, he oonid 
scarce detect either airing or wire. I was with QoIdsmiWi 
there; hut whether that night or not I cannot specify. Oold- 
SDiith merely nas made known to Lndlam b; me, and hie low 
humour was not ill ndapt«d to Lndlam'a own style of oonversa- 
don; howeFCr, I nill add Mr. Lndlam'a own remark: 'Ihave 
caught many a cold by eittmlnlng the dock-yards; however, in 
future, I believe, I must come to London, and Instead of attend- 
ing our mechanical socictica, and rummaging fut improvemeots 
afterwards, I must only visit Fanloodnia, and frequent the har- 
lequin farocs. t cannot guesa where the managers collect all 
these able mechanista.' Ludlam was likewise excessively fond 
of music, and I introduaed Mra. Barthelemon to him at Leices- 
ter. ShewnsagrcatfaTOurite; and mnny of my musical friends 
very kindly entertained him in town with particular petform- 
ances, and he was ofered to take an interioF view of both the 
great theatres. Ludlam occasionally entertained his frienda 
at Leicester with some Chinese tumblers, which he had made. 
They were dressed pnppats, with quicksilver in the veins, and 
flurpriaed even at Cambridge. However, on leaving London 
this time, he turned to me, and alilj aaid, ' The first thing 
I shall do at my return will be to bum my Chinese tumblers.' 
Polly Pattens.inthe Pnppetshow,* meant Mra. Yates; bu^ 
when Foots mentioned the names of Kelly, Cumberland, and 
Cradnck on (he stage, the audience would not permit !iim to 
proceed. The scene was printed in the Bon Ton Magazine, 
and illustrated by a good print, representing Toote, a strong 
likeness, the Devil, Polly Pattens, Harlequin, Punch, and 
Stevens. 
Goldsmith at that time greatly wished to bring out a comedy ; 
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bub he had ponerful rivalB to cootend with, who were in fnll 
po3sea£ion of the town. GoldEunith'a turn was for rerj !ow ho- 
moat, nltrnys dangstous; but when aoniB anthora h t d 
him, that, for a man to write genteel oomedy, it wns nccesaa, j 
that be abould be well acquainted with bigh If h m If 
'Trae.'soyeGoldamitb; ' and if any of you have a h ratio 
of a trnly elegant lady in high life, who ie ncithe a eoqu tt* 
nor a pnide, I hope you will favour me with it.' b m ne 
obaorved that Millament* waa the moat refined h racte h 
reooUeoted in anj oomedy, neither a ptude nor a nq tt 
and 1 then ventured to say, that, 'however refined M Ham o 
might be, I thought no very delicate lady would n w ntu 
upoa her raillery of Mirabel, who declares, ' When I m ma 
ried to you, I'll positively get op in a morning aa early as T 
pleosei ' and the refined and delicate lady replies, ' Oh, to ha 
aure; get up, idle oreoture I' The ery was, 'Goldamith ia 
envious; but surely it «aa a little irritating to hear the town 
ring with applause of Oarriok, and see him courted everywhere, 
and in the height of splendour, whilst he perhaps bad only la 
retJre impransns to tile Temple.' 

About the time that I think Eoswell wrote a prologue in 
oomplimenb to Johnson at LiehQeld, a propoaal waa made for 
tlie play of the Beauz Stratagem to be acted there, by a party 
of friends, in honour of Johnson and Garriok. Mr. Yales 
olfcred all assistance from Eitmingham, where he was then 
manager, and, if required, to play Scrub. • iSo,' says Goldsmith, 
*I should of all things like to try my band at that cbaractor.' 
Several smiled, thinking perhaps of his aasuiobg sucb a pari, 
who frequently, with bis gold-headed cane, assumed the real 
cbaraater of doctor of physio. However, the thought amnaed 
Goldsmith at the time. It vaa the foahion to aay, that Gold- 

Moaes, and his Tony Lampkin, were oharaoters now obsolete. 
However, Goldamith often retaliated with good effect. Diok 
Yal«s at that Ume was iiiuoh admired in old Pondlewife, and 
Qoidsmilh siud he ' was surpriaed,in this refined age, to see Lord 
* Id tbe comady of ^Tbe Constant Couple, or a Trip lo the Juhi. 
IM,' by Qeorge Farq.ubar, act«d at J>rurj Ead", 1700. — Ed. 
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Nortb and all his fmailj in the elage-boi: to be anre, Mr. 
Tatea facing sdmoniahed not to sing "Xha Soldier and tie 
B^lor," in another rofinod oomedy, was a good eiga of delioaoj.' 
I waa, however, with Mr. Tatea at his house juat after he had 

ftgiuost It, inaomnoh that I doubted whether he woald play 
the part of Bon, unless permitted as for fortj jears past. At 
last be complied. 

I wrote an apilogua in the character of Tony Lumpkin, for 
' She Stoopa to Conquer,' and likewise the following song ; - 



lar'd with a good TaUj-hc 



The epilogue and song were intended for Mr. Quiek. Ha 
would, if any one, have carried them both through. The epi- 
logne was thought too poraonal, and oceaaioned some dissension, 
though not with m; friend Goldsmith. That cnrlailed and 
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without either m j tnow- 
ions mfglit be rather mp 
tibri, hut it li]id rcrerence to Foote'g Fnppctshoiv, nbich cer- 
laiolj WBB not expected to be rtriotly oorreot; nor was the 
oharactcr of Tony Lumpliin too refined. Ko comio prologue 
wna ever mora admired than GarriclE^a to ^ Barbarossa; ' but 
vhat 13 a part of iti 

I parUoulart; recollect, that when Goldsmith nas near ema- 
pleting his ' Natural History,' he aent to Dr. Percy and me, 
to slate that he wished not to return to tonn, from Windsor, I 
think, for a fortnight, if ve vould only complete a proof that 
lay upon hia table In the Temple. It waa ooooerning birds, 
Rjid many booka lay open that he occsdumll; eensulted for 
hie own materials. We met by appouitment; and Br. Perey, 
smiling, said, ' Do you know any thing about birds! ' ' Not 
anatom,'wa3myreply; 'doyouT « Not I,' says he ; 'soarea 

do.' We set to work, and our lask was not very diffionlc. 
Some time after the work appeared, we compared notes, but 
could not either of us recognize our own shore. 

I eema now to the last day but one I passed with poor 
Goldsmith (see toL i. p. 234), whose loss (with whatever 
foults he might have) I shall ever lament whilst ' memory of 
him holds its scat.' At his breakfast in the Temple, sa sual, 
I ofierod every aid ia toy power as to his works; some amend- 
ments had been agreed upon in bis ' Deserted Village.' Soma 
of the bad lines in the latter I have by me marked. ' As to 
my " Hermit," that poem, Cradook, cannot bo amended.' I 



tory; " surely that was good, 
tlie whole. 

■My "Roman History," Jobnson says, ia Tiell abridged.' 
Indeed, I oould have added, that Johnson (when Goldsmith 
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naa absent) wonia freqaentlj my, ' Why, ar, whatever that 
maD touohes he ndorna; ' for, like Oarrick, when not present, 
he lonsiilered liim as a kind of sacred character. After a 
general review of papers Ijing before him, I took leave ; 
nhen, turning to bis study table, be pointed to an artiole I 
had procured for him, and said, 'You are kindeat to me.' 
I only replied, ' You mean more rnde and eanoj than some 
others.' However, mnob of tba eonversation took a more 
melancholy tone than nsaat, and 1 became very uneaay 
about him. 

When I returned to town after big dcatb (see vol. i. p. 236), 
I bad an Interview with bis nephew, an apothecary in New- 
man-street, and the two sisters milliners, the Miss Gunns, 
who resided at a bouse at tbe corner of Temple Lane, wbo 

for bim gratis, than suffer bim 1o apply to any other. Wa 
are sure tbat he will pay ub if be oan,' Ciroumstaooed as 
he Has, I know not what more could have been done for bim. 
It was said be improperly took Inudaoum; but all was in- 
wardly dlBtnrbed. Had the Doctor freely laid open all the 
debts he bad oontraoted, I am certain that bia zealous friends 
were so numerous tbat they would freely bave contributed to 
bia relief. I mean bcro explicitly to assert only, tbat I be- 
lieve be died miserably, and that bia friends were not entirely 
aware of bis distress. 

Where the Doctor thought there was a sincere regard, he 
was not fastidious, but would listen with attention to the 
remonstrance of one whom he bclisved to be bis friend; and 
when be assented to give his name, for a mere trifle, to a new 
publication, about which be never meant to give himself much 
trouble, I more than once spoke freely to bim. 

Goldsmith and I (with great saUsfaotion I now speak it) 

toolt. lie laliied mo on my Cambridge pedantry, and I hinted 
at llleEitimate education; for, to speak on my mended judg- 
ment, Johnson, he, Garrick, and some others, had convinced 
ma ' that all literature was not confined to our own academical 
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DAVIES'S LIFE OP GARBICK, 



Db. QoLDSHlTB hariDg tried hia geoios ia EerersJ modes of 
writing, in eSBaja, dteoriptive poetry, and history, naa advised 
to applj hiinsalf to that speeiea of coin position which is said la 
haTfl been long the most fruitful in tke eoarts of ParDOaaus, 
The writar of plajs has been eTcr supposed to pursue the 
qnicliest road to the temyle of Plutua. 

The Doctor was a. perfect heleroclile, an ineiplicahle eiist- 
ence in creation ; such a compound of ahsnrditj, envy, and 
malice, contrasted nith the opposite Tirtaes of hindness, gene- 
roHty, and henavolence, that he might be aaid to conaist of 
two distinct aoula, and influenced bj the agency of a good and 
bad spirit. 

The first Snowledge Mr. Garrick had of his abilibisa was 
tVom an attack upua him by Goldamith, when he was but a 
very yonng author, in a book called 'The Present Stale of 
Learning.' Amongat other abuses of the times (for the Doc- 
tor loved to dwell npon grievances), he took notice of the 
behaviour of managers to authors. This must surely have 
proceeded from the most generous principles of reforming 
nhatwaa amiss for the benefit of others, for the Doctor at that 
Ume had not the most distimt view of coniuieooing dramatic 

Little did Goldamith ii 
W ask a favour from the director of . 
wh h ffi f t, yt th b 

beflam acajil th D t n p r« 
a ca d d t U was told th t M 
m mhe f th t 1 ed bod and h 
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He wflitpd upon the manager, aod, id few words, requested ■ 
bis vote and iat«reBb. Mr. Garrick coald not arotd obaerT' 
ing to him, thai it waa impoBaible he could lay claim to any 
recommendation from Men, as he had talien pains to depriFB 
himself of hia asaiatanoe by an uoproToked attack upon liia 
management of the theatre, in bis State of Learning. Gold- 
amith, instead of mailing aa apology for his oonduct, either 
from miamformation or misoooception, bluntly replied, 'In 
truth he had apoken his mind, nnd bolieTed what he said naa 
very right.' The manager diamiaaed him with eirililj; and 
floldamilh lost the office by a rery great majority, who voted 
In fevotir of Dr. Tompleraan. 

The Doelor's reputation, whieh wns daily increasing from a 
variety of auooeaaful labours, was at length lifted so high 
that he escaped from indigeneo and obsourlty to competence 
and fame. 

The firat man of tie age, one nho, ttom the extonsivoneaa 
of hia genius and benevolence of hia mind, is snperior to the 
little envy aud menn jealonay which adhere ao cloaely to most 
authora, a,nd eapecially lo thoae of equivocal merit, took plea- 
Bnre in introducing Br. GKil'iamith to his intimate friends 
persons of eminent rank and distiogui bed ab 1 ties The 
Doctor's conversation by no means cotre ponded w th the 



tragedies of Comeille, wial ed to have ao |,reat an anther 
OJnnngsthereonatontvirifra expect ng fin to entertainment 
from the writer of tie Cid the Uoroce and C n a Uut thn 
poet lost himaelf in society ; be hold no rank nith the beam 
eaprita nho mot at the hotel »f tbia celebrated lady; his con- 
veraation was dry, unpleasant, and what; the French ijall 
ditTrutt- Bo Dr. tiol^mith appeared in company to bave no 
spark of that geniaa which abone forth so brightly in hia 
wriUngs; hia addreaa waa awkward, hia manner unconth, hia 
language unpolished, bis elocution was continually interrupted 
by disagreeable hesitation, and he waa always unhappy if the 
crinversation did not turn upon himself. 
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To manifest his btrBpidity in a gum 
ronslj espouse tbe Borst side of 
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Tien the Dootor had finished his comedy of The Good- 
ired Man, be was advised to offer it to Mr, Garriek. 

B ostentatious of hia abilities to servo a dramatic author 
.he charge of heresy, his real oSsnee beiag his indmaey with 
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Ihan beaimo a. man of his prudence. Guldamith was, on hia 
Bide, as fullj persoiujed of his own ioiportanoe and independent 
groatnesi Mr. Garriok, who hnd been so long treated with 
the otuiphmeiitarj language paid to a suoceasful patentee and 
ndmired actor, espected that the writer would eateem the 
latronage of h» plaj as it favcur : Goldsmith rejected all 
Ideas of kindness in a bargojn that woa intended to ha of 
mutual adiantage to both parties; and in this he was oer- 
.ia\y jmtifiable Mr fiarrick could reasonably expect no 
ould have re- 



thanis f r the acting a new play, whi 
jected il he had 



it would have amply 



Bnd the Doctor was not disposed to purchase his friendship by 
the resignation of his dnoerity. He then applied to Mr. Col- 
man, who accepted bis comedy without any hesitation. 

The Good-natured Man bears strong marks of that happy 
originality which distinguishes the writings of Dr. Goldsmith. 
Two ohnmctcrs in this eomedy were absolutely unknown be- 
fore (o the English stage; a man who boasts an intimacy with 
persons of high rank whom te never saw, and another who is 
almost always lamenting misfurtunea he never knew. Croaker 
is as etrongly deEigned and as highly finished a portrait of a 
discontented man, of one who disturbs every happiness he 

ofOogr yhf Bglh dram t la Sh I 

net d Cro k with htwml ff y dg 
flow f h m th e al J aco mp d h b d 

most anratdprfm Th tppl dp fit 

wh h tt ded th t g f th com d Co b d t 
rend th th m mp rt t h wn y d th 

op! f th p bl B t d f rt Id m k G Id 

smith discreet, nnr any increase of fame diminish hia envy, 
or cure the intractability of his temper. John Home was 
taught by eiperience, that hia connexions with the great were 
of no avMl with the publio, and that conrtly approbation was 
no protection from popular dislike; he therefore veiled hmi- 
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self In olisourity, and prcTailed npon a young gentleman, hia 
friend, to adopt his plaj of The Fatal Diacorerji bat the 
faster-father perfurmed hia a^samcd character so anknardly 
at the rehearsal of this tragedy^ that ii vna soon discovered 
that the ehild wae not hia onn; for he submitted to bava 
the piece altered, lopped, and corrected, nitb such tranquillity 
of temperas the real parent conld not have asBumed. Of 
the tiue uuthur QoldEniith bj chance found out the knuw- 
ledge; and nben the plaj nas announced to tlie public, it nil! 
hardly i>e credited, that this man of benerolence, for such be 
really ivaa, endeavoured to muster a party to eoodetoo it; 
alleging this cogent reason for the proccediag, that such 
' teliuwa ought not to bo encouraged.' 



The tragedy of The Countess of Saliaburj, a play In which 
Mr. Barry and Mrs. Dancer displayed great povers of acting, 
nas in a good degree of favour nith the tonn. This kbs a, 
Briine sufficient to roase the indignation of Goldsmith, who 
issued forth to see it, and with a determined resolution to 
oonsign the play to perdition. He sat out four acts of The 
Countess of Salisbury with great calmness and seeniing tem- 
per; but, as the plot thickened, and his apprehension began 
to 1 t 'a d 'lb tb 'd as f bl wd d I hte h g t 
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His squabbles wltb hookaellera and pnblisbera were inou- 
mernblej bis appetites and passions were otaving and violent; 
be loved variety of plenaurcB, but oould not devote himself to 
lodusttj long enougb to purobase them by his writings. 
Upon every emergenoy, half a doien projeota would present 
tbemselves to bia mind; tbese be oommunioated to the men 
wbo were to adi-aneo money on tbe teputu-tion of the author; 
b t tbo m J waa goncrally Epent long before tbe new work 
wa h If fi bed, or perhaps before it was oommenced. This 

h m u the other. After much and disagreeablo alter- 

oalj n bookseller desired to refer the matter in dispute to 

Ih D I learned friend, a man of known integrity, and 
one who would favour no oause bcit that of justice and truth. 
Goldsmith consented, and was enraged to find that one author 
should have so little feeling for another as to determiue a dis- 
pute to bis disadTHnlage, in favour of a tradesman. 

H's 1 f play involved him in many perplexing diffi- 

ulb and a thousand anxieties', and yet be had not the 
eeolut abandon a practice for which bis Impatience 

f tempe a d great unskilfulness rendered him totally un-- 
ijual fi d 

Th Uf,h M . Garriok did not oot his comedy of She Stoops 
t q yet, as be was then upon very friendly terms with 

th utb b preaented bim witli a very humorous prologue, 
well aoeommodated to tbe author's intention of revivmg fancy, 
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dealing in poisonona drngs. 

She Sloops to Conquer, notwithstanding m 
ti«s in t^o economy of the ploi^ BeveraJ farcical fiituations, and 
Eome obaroot^rs whicii are rather esaggerated^ ia a lively and 
fiiithfnl representation of n ur "us p "d j 

Bccne of this play; the oha h w an I 

iinproroments from other pi y 

Marlon bos ft sUghl res mbl f Ch 1 in th E p 

Fortnne, and Bumething m f Lo d H dy St 1 

Funeral ; and yet, with afwhd fth prth 
disoriminated from both. T j L mpkin go m 

provement of Humphry Gubb d in t di t g po 

trait of ignorance, rusticity, 1 n nn I g d bst y 

Uardcastle, his wife and d ght I th k are b I t 1y 
nei? ; the language is easy d h aet n t cal th m rs 
of the times are slightly, b t f hf Uy p so t d th 
Batire is not ostentatiously d played b t d t lly 
volvod in the business of th pi y d th p f tb 

audience is artfully kept up to th lost Th m dy w 
very well a«ted. Hardcastl d T j L mpk p 

ported in a masterly style by Sb t d Qu k n M 
HardcaslJe by Mrs. Bulkl y M G m M H d 

OBsUe, mamtaincd her just t tl to f h b t m 

Though the money gained by this ptay tiDiODnted to a eon- 
aderable sum, more eapeoially so to a man who had beea 
educated in etrsils and trained in adversity, yet bis neces- 
sities soon became as craving as ever ; to relievo them, he 
undertook El new History of Greece, and a book of animals, 
called The History of Animated Nature. The fiiat was to 

the world of animals, his friends were aniiuus for the succera 
of his undertaking. Motwithstaodiog bis utter ignorance of 
the subject, he has compiled one of the pleasantesl and moat 

useful to young minds, hat entetlMuing to those who uuder- 
etand the animal creation. 
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Kverj thmg of Goldamitb eeema to be h 

powerful an affect: the great beauty h 
Siata in a. olear, oopiona, and eipteaai 

Goldsajith'B last work was his po ax 
which tbo biatoriau of his life Eaja w n tt 
amuaenieiit, and tbat of his frieada, w 
it. That ho did not live to finish it ia to bo 
is supposed be would hare introduoed m h 
he has loft in so perfeot in ita kind, th ta 

of B. revifal. 

In no part of his works lias this ah d s 



ba^ tiaoed nil the loading features of se 
given with truth the cbaracteriaiioal cu 

The ocoasion, we are told, to whia 
poem, was a oircumatanoe of festlvi T 
to which bo belonged proposed to write la 
tor. Mr. Garrick, odb of tbo memb 
fable of Jupiter and Mercurj, to 
retalia^a. 



A great loyer of truths J 
Kovf mix these iiigredieE 
Xorn to leajoing and ga 
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The muii fasd tuB fkllinge, s dupe to hla art. 
likij an Ul-Judging beauty. Ma colonrs ha spread, 
And beploBLfiT^d wiih coqj^ his own BB-taial red. 
On the ala^te he wae imtofaJ, simple, aJlcctiiig ; 
'Tnas only th^l, when he waa olT, he wab acting. 
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TliG aum of nil that can be said for and against Mr. Gairick, 
eorae jHople Uiiiik, majbe found in these Uaes of Ooldamith. 
That tlie person upon nhich tboy were written was displeased 
with Eome strokes of this character ma; be gathered from the 
following lines, which Mr. Garriok wrote on tho Retaliation, 
soon after it had been prodnccd to the Eooietj. 



Candour most own that Mr. Garrick, in his veraes on Gold- 
smith, was gentle in deaeribing the subject, ns well as delicate 
in the choice of his esprossions, but that Garrick'a features in 
tho Betnlialion are somewhat exaggerated. 

Not long before his death, be had formed a design of pub- 
lishing an Bnojolopedia, or a Universal Dictjonary of Arts 

his friends, many of whom hod promised to furnish him with 

Eejnolds, Dr. Johnson, and Mr. Garriolt. His expeelations 
from any new-ooncelved projecta were generally rer; sanguine i 
but from ao aitenaiye a plan his hopes of gain had lilted up 
bl£ thoughts to an eitraordinary height. 

The booksellers, notwithstanding they bad a very good 
Qpinion of his abilities, yet were startled at the bulk, import- 
ance, and eipenae of so great an undertaking, the fale of 
which was to depend upon the industry of a man nith whose 
indolence of temper and method of procrastination they had 
long been acquainted. Tho ooldnesa with whieh Ikey met his 
proposal was lamented by the Doctor to the hour of his death, 
which seems to have been acoelerated by a neglect of his 
health, occasioned by continual vexation of mind, arising from 
bis involved circumstances. Death, I really belieTe, was wel- 

The chief materials which couipoae Goldsmith's character 
ate before the reader; but, as I have with great freedom ex- 
posed his faults, I should not have dwelt so minutely upon 
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Qoldsmith nas so sinsere a. oma that he cuuld Dot ooDoeal 
what nna uppermost in hlx mind. So far frum desiring to 
appear in the e;e of the world lo tho beet sdrantage, he tool: 
more pains M he CEtecnied worse than he waa, than others do 
to appear better than the; are. 

His enry was so childish, and bo absurd, that it was easily 
pardoned, for everj'bodj laughed at it; and no man was ever 
very mischievous whope errors esoited mirth: he never formed 
any |e);eme, or joined in any combinadon, to hurt any mau 

His inriting persons to condemn Mr. Home's tiogedy, at 
Bi^tsigbt wears an ill face; but this was a transient thongbt 
of a giddy man, who, npon the least check, would have im- 

to support Che piece he had before devoted to destrnction. It 

in the least ac^iuaiated with that punctuality which regular 
people exact. He was more generous than just; like honest 
Charles, in the School for Suandal. be conld not, for the Eoal 
of him, make justice keep pace wiUi generosity. His dispos)- 
tiouof mind was tender and compaEsionate; no unhappy person 
ever sued to him for relief wilhout obtuning it, if he had any 
thing to give, aud, rather than not relieve the distressed, he 
would borrow. The poor woman with whom he had lodged 
during his obscurity several years in Green Arlionr Court, by 
his death lost an oxeellent friend; for tbe Doctor ullen sup- 
plied her with food from his table, and visited her frequently 
with the sole piu-pose to be kind to her. He Iiad bis dislike, 
as most men have, to particular people, but unmixed with 
rancour. He, least of all mankind, approved Baretli's oon- 
versalion ; he considered him as an insolent, overbearing 
foreigner-, as Barctti, ia bis turn, thought him an unpolished 
man, and an absurd companion : but when this unhappy 
Italian was oharged with murder, and afterwards sent by Sir 
John Fielding to Newgale, Gioidsmlth opened his purse, and 
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BOSWBLL'S LITE OP JOHNSON. 



R. 0OI.DSMITH ia 


one of the first men 


ilhor, and he is a 


, ver J worthy man t«t 


his principlea, h. 


It he is ooiting right. 



Aa Dr. Oliv Q Idam lb w 11 f eq t!y appe 
narratlre, Ishtld Mmkm adra 

degree acquainted n th h I gala har t« H nn 
native of Ireland da t mp rar; w th M B h 
Trinity College Dbl bldd tth g mhpr 
of future Caleb jHhw ba dtMMl 

that ' though h d gr t fig m th m I cs n! 

was a study io much repnta there, he could turn an ode 
Homea into English bel 
atudiod phyaie at Edml 
Lave been informed, was enabled to pursue his travels on fbot, 
partly by demandicg at the uniiergit; lu enter the lists as a 
disputant, by whieh, according to the cualom of many of them, 
he was entitled to the premium of a crown, when luckily for 
him his challenge was not accepted; so that, as I once ob- 
serred to Dr. Johnson, he disputed his passage through Europe. 
Be then came (o England, and was succesdvely in the capa- 
cities of on Bsher to an academy, a corrector of the press, a 
letiewet, and a writer for. a newspaper. He had sagadty 
enough to oultivate assiduously the acquaintaDoe of Johnson, 
and his faoolties were gradually enlarged by the contemplation 

studiously copied the manner of Johnson, only indeed upon a 
smaller scale. 
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At this time' I think he published oothiiig with hia naioa, 
though it was pretty geDcrall; known that one Br. Ooldamith 
was the aotUor of ' An Inquiry into the Preaent Stale of Polit* 
Lewning in Europe,' and of ' The C5 tisen of the World,' a series 
of letlerB Bnpposcd to he written irora London by a (Jhineae. 
No man had the art of displaying with more adrantitge as a 
writer what«Ter literary aoquiaitiona he made. 'Kihil quod 
tetigit non omavit.' His mind regembled a fertile, but thin 
Boil. There waa a quick, but not a strong vegetation, of what- 
ever chanced to be thrown upon it. No deep root could be 
strnok. The oak o! the forest did not grow there; but the 
elegant shrubbery and the fragrant parterre appeared in gay 
Buooeasion. It has beoa genorBlly circulated and believed that 
he was a mere fool in conversation ; hut, in truth, tliis has been 
greatly esa^erated. He had, no doubt, a more than common 
'ahare of that hurry of ideas which we often find in hia ooun- 

m p tthem. Ha was very much what the French call 

u A d d, from vanity and an eager desire of being 

p wherever he waa, he frequently talked carelessly 

w th t k wledge of the subject, or even without thought. 

H pe BO was short, his oountcnance ooarae and vulgar, his 

dp m t that of a acholor awkwardly affecting the eaay 

g tl m Those who were in any way distangniahed, excited 

are hardly credible. When aooorapanying two beautiful young 
ladies with their mother on a tour in France, he was seriously 
angry that more attention waa paid to them than to him; and 



it better myself,' 

He, I am afraid, had no settled aystem of any sort, so 
his conduct must not be strictly aorutiniied; hut his affect 
were aocial and generous, and when he had money he gai 
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attention to troth. When ho begnn to rise Into noljce, he said 
he bad a brother who was Dean of Dnrhanj ; a fiction so eaaUj 
detected, that is is wonderful how he should have been so 
laooasiderate as lu ba^rd it. 

He boasted to me at this time of the power of his pen in 
eommanding monBy, nbiob I believe was tinB in a certain 
degree, thnugb, in the inatance he gave, he was by no moana 
r.'orreet. He toid me that be had aold a novel for foar hun- 
dred ponnd a. This was hia'Viear of Wakefield.' But John- 
son informed me that he had made tbe bargain for Goldamith, 
and tho prioe was siity pounds. ' And, air (sajd he), a suffi- 
cient pride, loo, when it was sold ; for then the lh.me of 
Goldsmith bad not been elevatod, 03 it afterwards waa, by 
bis " Traveller;" and tbe bookseller bad such f^nt hopes 

a long time, and did not publish it till after the '■ Traveller " 
had appeared. Then, to be snre, it waa aciadentally worth 
more roooe)'.' 

During all the tiiue in whioh Dr. Johnson was employed in 
relating Id the cirelo at Sir Joshua Reynolds's the partieulara 
of what paased between the king and him. Dr. Ooldsmith 
remained unmoved upon a sofa at some distance, aifocting not 
to join In the leaat in the eager eurioaity of the company. 

poae of furnishing him with a Prologue to his play, with the 
hopes of which be had been flattered ; but it was strongly 
suspected that he waa fretting with obagrin and envy at tbe 
angular honour Dr. Jobnaon bad lately enjoyed. At length, 
tbe frankness aod aimplieity of his natural character pre- 
vailed. He sprung from tbe sofa, tidvanced to Johnson, and. 
In a fcinrJ of flutterfrcin imagiuing himself in the sitnatiun 
nhiob he had just been hearing described, exclaimed, ' Welt, 
you acquitted yoorsclf in this conversation better than 1 
ahould have done; for f should have bowed and slanimered 
through the whole of it.' 
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To obvbts nil the reScctiuDS nhicli bave gone round Che 
norld Co Jotmsoa 3 prejudii^e, by applyiD^ to him the epithet 
of B, bear, let me imptees upon my readers 3, juat and liBppy 
Baying of my triond GoWsmUh, who knew bim welh ' Jobn- 

Mve haa i more Ceailur heait He has nothiog of the bear 
bu h k 

6 d n b dirert tho tedi us minDtca, strutted about, 
bragg ng hia dress, and I beiicvo was seriously vain of it; 

C m eom said Garrii.k), U!k no more of that. You are, 
p bap b worst — eb, — eh 1 ' GoldEmith was eagerly 
a te op ng interrupt bim, when Qarriek went on, laugiiiug 
n ea J Nay, you wiil always look like a gentleman; but 
I am ta kin f being well or ill dressed.' ' Well, let me tell 
you (said Ooldsmith), when my tailor brought bome my 
bloom-ooloured coat, he said, "Sir, I have a favour to beg 
of you, — When anybody asks who mode your clothes, be 
pleased to mention John Filby, at the Harrow, in Water 
Lane.'" Jobnson : 'Wby.sir, that was because he knewthe 
fitrange colour would attraet crowds to gaze at it, and thus 
tbey might bear of bim, and see bow well he oould make it 



, ' Ooldemlth'a Life of Purnell is poor; not that it is 

itten, but that ho bad poor materials; for nobody 

the life of a man but those wbo baje eat and drunk 

lived in social ir 



A question was started, bow far people who disagree in u 
pital point can live In friendship togetber. Jobnson said 
ij migbt. Ooldsmith said they could not, as they bad not 
1 urfie iUjtK idem tuiUi, the same likings and the eame 
IS. Johnson: -Why, air, you must shun the subject 
licb you disagree. For instance, I ean live very well 
irke: I lore his knowledge, bis genius, hia diffuaion. 
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wa 9I1DD thci nill bo id tfae 

Bluebeard: "You may 

But we should have 

to to that chamber, to tnlk 

di «a to I am onl; snjiog that / 

oould do It. You put me in mind of Sappho in Ovid.' 

fioldaraith told uj that be waa now busy in wriiing a natu- 
ral hisCor;, and, that be might have full leisure for it, he had 
taken lodginga at a fanner's house, near to the sluOi milo- 
Btone OB the Edgewaie Road, and had carried down his books 
in two returned poBlchaises. He said he believed the far- 
mer's family thought him an odd oharaoler, similar to that in 
which the SpeotaCor appeared to bis landlady and her children: 
be was l/ie gentlemaH. Mr. Mickle, tbo tranalator of ' The 
Lnsiad,' and I went to visit blm at this place a fow days after- 
wards. He was not at home; but, having a cnrioHly to seo 
bis apartment, we went in, and found curious scraps of de- 



apparidon, (loldBraitb told us be was assured by his brother, 
the Re?. Mi. Goldsmith, that be also bad seen one. 

Of our friend Goldsmith be s^d, 'Sir, he is so much afraid 
of being nnnoljced, that be often talks merely lest you should 
forget that be is in the company.' Boswell: * Yes, he stands 
forward.' Johnson: 'Tme, sir; hut if a man is to stand for- 
vtard, be should wish to do it not in an awkward posture, not 
in raga, not so as that he shall oolj be exposed to ridicule.' 
Boswell: ' For my part, I like very well to bear honest Oold- 
suiith talk away eatelesaly.' Johnson: ' Why yes, sir, but ha 
should not like to hear himself.' 
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'Tha misfortuQe of QoMsmilli in ooQTeraatioo 13 this : ho 
goes on without knowing how he is W get off. Ilia genins is 
great, but hie kuowledge is smdl. Aa they sa; of a generona 
man, it i^ n pitj he is not rich, we ms; say of Qoldimilh, it is 
keep bia knowledfo 



I told him that Ooldamitb bad aaJd to me a lew da^a before, 
' As I lake mj shoes from the shoemaker, and my coat from 
Che tiulor, so I take my religiou from tha priest.' I regretted 
this loose way of faiking. Johuaou: ' Sir, he kuowa nothing; 
he has mode up his mlad about Dothing.' 



i that he thought Han 



indebted to you for his gettiag so high in tha publio estima- 
tion.' Johnson; ' Why, ht, lie has perhaps got sooner to it by 
his intimacy with me.' 

Goldsmith, though his tanity often excited him to occasional 
oompetition, liad a very liigb regard for Jiihnson, which he at 
this Ume eipressed in the strongest manner in the dadicalion 
of his comedy, entitled, ■She Stoops to Conquer.' 



with an affected indiffercnoe, 'Not tliat It would do me the 
least good.' Joimson: ' Well then, sir, let us say it would do 
him good (laughing). No, air, this affeolation will not imss; 
it is mighty idle. In anoh a state as ours, who would not 
wish to please Ihe chief magistrate^ ' Goldsmith I do wish 
10 please him. I remember a line in Drjden, — 
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Ana neyer rebol mis to alia a Mend." ' ' 
General Paoli obaerved, that aucoessful rebels might. Mar- 
tiaelli! 'Happy rebolliona.' Goldsmitlii 'We havB no avmh 
pbrasa.' General Paoli: 'But have you not ,tlia thingl' 
Goldsmith; 'Yes: all our happy reTolutiona. They have 
hurt our constitution, and will hurt it, till wa mend it by 
another happy roroIuHon.' I never before discovered tbal 
my friend Goldsmith had so much of the old prejutUee in 

General Paoli, talking of Goldsmith's new play, siJd, ' II a 
foit un compliment M^s-gracieuj: h une oertaine graude dame; ' 
meaning a duchess of tbo first rank. 

I expressed a doubt whether Goldsmith intended it, in order 
that I might tear the truth from himself. It, perhaps, waa 
not quite fair to eodeaFour to bring him to a ooofesaion, as be 
might not wish to avow positively his taking part against the 
court. He smiled and hesitated. The General at once re- 
lieved him, by this beautiful image: ' Monsieur Goldsmith est 
oommo la mer, qui jctte dea pedes et beauooup d'autres belloa 
choses, saps s'en appercBvoir.' Goldsmith: 'Tt^a biendit,et 
tt^s el^gamment.' 

He taid, ' Goldsmith shonid not be for over attempting to 
shine in oonversation : he bus not temper for it, be is so much 
mortified when he fails. Sir, a game of jokes is composed 
partly of skill, partly of chance, as a man may be beat at 
Oraes by one who lias not the tenth part of his wit. ' Now 
Goldsmith's putting himself against another, is like a man 
laymg a hundred 1« ono who cannot spare the hundred. It ia 
not worth a man's while. A man should not lay a hundred 

chances for him: he can get but a guinea, and he loay lose 
abundred Goldsmith is in this slate. When he contends, 
if he gets the better, it ia a very little additioii to a man of his 
literary reputation: if he does, not get the better, ho is mise- 
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G d m h how was often very fortunate in his witty 

oon 8 D nhen he entered the lists with Johnson him- 

BO f Joahna R ;q Ids naa in company with them one 

day when Q dsmi h ea d that he thought he could writs a 
good fab B m ned he aiinplieity which that liind of eom- 
po ti □ ecin es oad observed that in most fables the anlmnls 
ntrodnced ee dom tak ia oharaoter. 'for instanoe (said 
be) he fab f he c fishes, who saw birds Sy oter tbeur 
head and envying h m, petitioned Japjl«r to be changed 
i t« b d Th k'll ( f d h ) na' t in makmg them 
talk 1 k 1 ttl fi h 'Wh 1 h d Ig d himaelf m this 

fen t 1 n h b ned J h h k (, his sides, and 

] gh g Dp wbi b h m tly p oe d d, ' Why, Dr 
J h so thia 1 t a.y y m t thmk. for if 

y w to m h 1 ttl fi h (aik th y ould talk like 



from a wish to get in and shine. Knding himself cicluded, 
he had taken his hat to go away, hot remained ftr sorno time 
with it ill hia band, like a gamester, who, at the clce of a 
long night, lingers for a little while, to see if bo can have 
a favourable opening to finish witb success. Once when he 
was beginning to speak, he found himself overpowered by the 
load voice of Johnson, who was at the opposite end of the 
table, and did' not perceive aoldsmilh's attempt. Thus dis- 
appointed of his wish to obtain the attention of the company. 
Goldsmith in a pasaon threw down his hat, looking angrily at 
Johnson, and exclaiming in a bitter tone, 'Take it.' When 
Toplady was going to speak, Johnson uttered some sound, 
which led Goldsmith to think that he was beginning again, 
and taMng the words from Toplady. Upon which he seised 
(his opportunity of venting his own envy and spleen, nnder 
the preteit of supporting another person : ^ 5jr,^ said he to 
Johnson, ' the gentleman has heard jon patiently for an 
hour; pray allow ns now to hear him.' Johnson (sternly); 
' Sir, I waa not interrupting the gentleman ; I was only giving 
him a signal of my attendon. Sir, you are impertinent.' 
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(Joldsmilli made no reply, but onntinueJ in the compobj fur 



Ho and Mr. langtun and I went togelher to the elub, 
where we found Mr. Burke, Mr. Oarriek, and some otber 
members, and atoungsb tliem our friend Oaldsuiitb, tt)ici eat 
Bilentlj brooding over Johnson's reprimand to him after 
dinner. Johnlnn perceived this, and Bfud aside to some of 
ns, 'I'll make Goldsmith torpve mo;' and thon ealled to 
him in a loud voice, ' Dr. Goiasmith, something passed to- 
day whera you and I dinedt I ask your pardon.' Goldsniith 
, answered plaoidly, ■ It must be much from you, sir, that I 
take ill.' And so at once the diHercneo was over, and they 
were on &s easy terms as ever, and Goldsmith rattled away as 

In our Hay tc the clnb to-night, when I regretted that 
Goldsmith would, upon every oeeasion, endeavour to shine, by 
which ho often espoacd himself, Mr. langtun observed that 
he was not like Addison, who was content witi the fame of 
hie writings, and did not aim alao at excelleiicy in conversa- 
tion, for which he found himself unSt; and that he said to a 
lady, who complluned of his having talked little in company, 
'Madam, I have bnt ninepence in ready money, but I con 
draw for a thousand pounds." I observed that Goldsmitli had 
a great deal of gold in his cabinet, but, nut content with that, 
was alwajs taking out bis purse. Jobnson: 'Yea, sir, and 
that eo often an empty purse.' 

Goldsmith's inoessant desire of being conspicnous in com- 
pany was the occasion of his sometimes appearing to such 
disadvantage as one should hardly have supposed possible in a 
man of bis genius. 

When his literary reputation liad risen deservedly high, and 
his sodety was much courted, be became very jealous of the 
extraordinary attention Ivhich was Dverywhere piud to John- 
son. One evening, in a circle of wita, he found fault with me 
fbr talking of Johnson as entitled to the honour of unques- 
tionable superiority. • Sir,' said he, • you are for making a 
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Ho waa sUll more mortised, when, talking in a oompany 
with flaent riTaoitj, and, 08 be flattered himself, to the 
sdmiratioQ of all who nere present, a GermiLa, i*ho sal next 
him, and perceived Johnson rolling himself as if about to 
apeak, suddenl; stopped him, snjing, ■ Sta;, stay, Dootor 
JohnEoa is going to say sometTHng.' This was, no doubt, 
very provoking, especially to one so irritable as Ooldemitb, 
who frequently meationed it with strong oiproEsiona of indig- 

It may also be observed, tliat Goldmiith was sometimes 
content to be treated with on easy familiarity, but, upon 
occasions, would be oonscqnential and important. An ill- 
glanee of this oeourred in a small pardenlar. Johnson had 
a way of contracting tlie names of bis friends ; as Beau- 
ilerc, Bean i Buswell, Boazy ; langton, Lanky; Murphy, 
Mur ; Sheridan, Sherry. I remember one day, wben Tom 
Davies was telling that Dr. Johnson eaid, 'We are all in 
labour for a name to Soldy's play,' Goldsmith seemed dig- 
pleased that such a liijerty should be taken with bia name, 
and said, ' I have often desired him not to coll me tioldy.' 

Chambers, you find, is (, f d poo O Idsm th is 

gone mueh farther. Ho d d f f asp t*d as I 

believe, by the fear of d t H b d ra d m y and 

aquandered it by every t h f ooq t n a d f Uy of 
eipenae. But let not his f It be rem mbered h vtoa a 
very great mon. 

' Goldsmith,' he said, ' referred every thing to vanity i his 
virtues, and his vioea loo, were from (hat motii-e. He wa» not 
asocial man. He never exchanged mind with you.' 

H <« d Goldsmith w 
app ado thing remarkable abou 

th ugh wh a he had got high in fame, one of his fri< 
heoim to ollect something of bis being distinguished 
coll g Q Idsmith, in the same manner, recollected n 
f thot f nd's early years, as he grew a greater man.' 
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OF GOLDSMITH. IxXXiii 

Golijsmith being mentianed, Johnson observed tbut it n04 
long before his merit came to be acknowledged. Thai he 
ouce complained to htm, io ladicruos terms of distress, ' When- 

noCiiing about it;' but that hia ' Traveller' brought him into 
bigh reputlttion. l^ngton: * There ia not one had line in thali 
poem-, not one of Drjrdea'a oarolesa verses.' Sir JoahnaT 'I 
was glad to hear Charles Poi aaj it was one of the finest 
poema in the English language.' Langton: ' Whj were you 
gladl Yon snrol; had no duubt of this before.' Johnson; 
'No; the merit of " The Traveller " ia so nell eatabllshed, thai 
Mr. Fox's praise cannot augment it, nor hia censure diminish 
it.' Sir Joshua: ' Bat liis friends may suspect they had too 
great a partiality for him.' Johnson: ' Nny, air, the par- 
tiality of his fiicnds was alnaya against him. It was witb 
diffieolty we could give him a teaming. Goldsmith had no 
settled notions upon any subject; so he talked always at 
random. It seemed to bo his intention to blurt out whatever 
was in his mind, and aee nhat would beoome of it. He vtas 
angry, too, when catehed in an ai>anrdity ; but it did not 
prevent him from falling into another the nest minute. I 
Mmembor Chamicr, after talking with him Cor aome time, 
BMd, "Well,! do believe be wrote this poem himself; and, 
let me tell yon, that is believing a great deal." Chamier 
by " slow," — tiie last n-ord 



Did he mean tardiness of locomotion^ Goldsmith, nho would 
say something without consideration, answered, " Tfs." I was 
sitting by, and said, " No, sir; you do not mean tardiness 
of locomotion ; you tneon that sluggishness of mind which 
comes upon a man in solitude," Cbamier believed then that 
I had written tho line, as much as if be had seen me write it. 
Goldsmith, however, was a man, who, whatever he wrote, did 
it better than any other man could do. He deserved a place 
In Westminster Abbey, and every year he lived would have 
deserved it better. Ho had. Indeed, been at no pdns to fill 
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Talking of Goldamith, Johnson said he was very envious, 
r defended him, bj observing that ho owned il fmaMy agoa 
all occasions. Juhnaon; 'Sir, joo are enforeiog the oiinrga. 
He iind ao uiuoh envj tiint he eould not conoe;..! il. He was 
BO full of it that he overflowed. He ta.ll!ed of it, to be sure, 
often enuugh.' 

Goldsmith, in his diverting simplicity, complained one day, 
in a mixed com^ny, of Lord Camien. ' I met him,' said he, 
' at Lord Clare's house in the oouotrv, and ha Vwk no more 
notice ot me than if I had been an ordinary man.' The com- 
pany having laughed heartily, Johnson stood forth in defence 
of his friend: 'Nay, gentlemen,' said he, ' Dr. Goldsmith is 
in the right. A nobleman ought to have made op lo snoh a 
man as Goldsmith] and I think it is much agunst Lord Cam- 



tbey shuuid call jour lordship Malagrida, for Malagrida ^aa 
ft very good man, — meant, T wonder they should use Ma- 

^ Returning home one day from dining at the chaplain'3 
table, ho- told mo lliat Dr. Goldsmith had given a very comical 
and unnecessarily eioct recital there of bis own feelings whan 
his play was hissed ; telling the company how he nont indeed 
to the Ijterary Club at night, and chatted gaily among his 
friends, as if nothing had happened amiss; — that, to impresa 
Uiem stiU more forcibly nitli on idea of bis magnnnimity, be 
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au h Bong about an old womiia tosaed in a 

b k le m flB higii na tho moon; 'but all this 

wh I waa ff n E orrid lorturea,' said bo, 'and verily 
be b bod put a bit into my moullx, it wonid have 

t; d m th p t, I waa ao Bsiessivelj' ill: but I made 
m Be b oal D eorer all tbat, and so the; neror 

po CO cd my g, nor I believe at all imagined to 

tb m ffu b fuijbcart. But Khen all were gone 

jccep Jb ab , bnraC out a crying, and even ewore that 
I would never write again.' 'All which. Doctor,* said Dr. 
Johnson, amazed at bis odd franineaa, ' I thougbt had been a. 
BBcret between you and me, and I am Bure I would not bays 
said aiij' thing about it for the world. Now aee," repeated he 
wbea he told the story, ' what a figure a man makes who thus 
unocoountably chocsefi to be the frigid narrato f hie own 
disgnioe. II Bolio adclii), (d i penaieri iirtiii, was a p o b 
made on purpose for such mortala, to keep people f pue ble 
from bciog thus the heralds of their own shame S what 
oompoeaion oan they gain by Eucb Billy natratiiesi No man 
Bhould be expected to sympalbiie with the eorr wb of van ty 
If thou you are mortified by any ill usage, whether real or 
supposed, keep at least the account of such mortificationB to 
yoursel (, and forbear to proclaim bow meanly you are thought 
of by others, unless you deaire to bo meanly thougbt of by 
aU 

Poo t Idamitb was to bim indeed like the earthen pot to 

h in Tontaino's Fables: it bod been bolter fur him, 

p h pfl th t they had changed companions ottener, yet no 

p n f his antagonist's strength hindered hiia from 

00 t m the couteet. He uaed to remind me always of that 

lie ,— 



e book, a^d I have 
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Isssri ANECDOTES OF GOLDSMITH, 
friend, 'Ihere go two-and-fortj rispences, jon know, t 



Heren: 
ud of B. 
• There ia 
he knocks ^ou down with the hutt-end of it.' 

Of Goldsmith's Tmveller he nsed to speak in terms of the 
highest commendation. A Ifldj, I remember, who hod the 
pleasure of hearing I>r. Johnson read it from the beginning lo 
the end on it« first eoming out, to testify her admiration of it, 
exclaimed, ' I never more shall think Dr. Goldamith ugly.' 
In having thonght so, however, she nns by no means singular, 
an instance of which I am rather inclined to mention, because 
it involves a remarkable one of Dr. Johnson's ready wit; fur 
this lady, one evening being in a largQ party, was called upon 
after supper for her toast, and seeming embarrassed, she was 
desired to give the ugliest man she knew, and she immediately 
nuraed Dr. Goldsmith, on which a lady on the other side of 
the table rose up and reached across to shake hands with her, 
it being the first time they had met; on which Dr. Johnson 
aald, 'Thus the ancients, on (be commencement of their friend- 
ships, used to sacrifice a beast betwixt them.' 

Sir Joshua, I have often thought, never gave a more striking 
proof of his excellence in portrait-painting, than in giving 
dignity to Dr. Goldsmith's countenance, and yet preserving a 
strong likeness. But he drew after his mind, or rather his 

lating the one with his conversaUon, the other with his works. 
Dr. Goldsmith's cast of countenance, and indeed his whole 
figure from head to foot, impressed every onD ot first sight 
with an idea of his being a low mechanic, particularly, I 
boiievo, a journeymaa tailor. A little concurring instance of 
this 1 well remember. One day at Sit Joshua Reynolds's, in 
eompany with some gentletoen and ladies, he was relating 

some gentleman he had accidentally met (I think at a coBee- 



.™jh,. Google 





ANECDOTES 


OP GOLI 


.SMi: 


CH. IsJLXvii 


house). 


'The fellow,' he i 


said, 'took 
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r a tailor- ' on 


which sil the party either la 
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pressed B 
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hnsoD seemed to ha 


ve much mo 
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dness for Gold- 
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m Goldsmith had fi 


ir blm. Ht 




lya appeared to 


he OFora' 


ned hy Johnson, pa 


rlionlarlj w 
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1 company with 


people ol 


•anyoonsequence, I 


ilways as if 


impr, 




fear of < 


IL-grace; and, indeed, ndl he 


might 


,. I hare been 


witDeaa ■ 


lo many motllBcatii 


ins ho has 1 




d in Dr. John- 


son's oompany; one day in [ 


larticular, al 
talking his 


l«st, 


oshua'stable.a 


gentle man, to whom be was 


stopped him ui 


the midst of hie diacoiirae,w 


ith'Hushl hnahl Dr. Johnson is 


eoingto 


eaj something.' 








Atom 


ither time, a gentlei 




a sitti 




JohnEon 


and Dr. Goldsmith, 


and with w. 


homh 


had heen dis- 


pnting, : 


remarked to anolhe 


r, loud eno' 


pghf, 


jr Goldsmith to 


hear bim 


, 'That he had a fit 


.0 time of il 


., between Ursa major 



MISS HAWKINS'S MEMOIRS. 

Wbkk Qoldsmitli exproascd- an indinadon lo risit Aleppo, 

dons in nso thero. Dr. Johnson said, ' Goldsmith will go, 
and he will bring baek a frame for grinding knives, whioh he 
will think a convenienoe peculiar to Aleppo.' AA«r he had 
published his ' Animated Nature, Johnson said, ' You are not 
to infer from this compilation Goldsmith's knowledge on the 
Bubjeol ; If he knows that a cow has horns, il is as much as he 
does know.' 

On this it is apposite to remark the exalted ideas whioh we 
entertain In early life of the iotelleclual acquiiition of wri- 
ters. We fancy that what they tell must be written from 
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paper; and that the cliuin to odtoiralion is founded ratbor in 
knowiiig where to seek what we want, than in possessing it. 
Enviable indeed are the few who caiiy Uidr libtuics in their 
hBads. 

Of tliB two foIlowinB, I had tlie former fiurn Mr. Langtonj 
and the latter my father had frum Mr. Cadell. 

Goldsmith happened once to stop at an inn on the read, 
in a patlour cf uhich was a rer; good portrut, which hs 
eoveted, believing it a Vandyke: he therefore culled in the 
inLitress of the house, aaked her if she set any value on that 
ald-tiuhioned picture; and, finding that she was wholly a 

bianco to his aunt Salisbury, and that, if she would sell it 
cheap, he would boy it. A hargiun was struok, a price InS- 
nitely below the value was piud. Ooldamith look the picture 
awBjr with him, and had the satisfaction to find, that by this 
Ecand 1 In k h h d d d pro red d y 

saleabl p t g f ^ dyk 

Soo f G Id ra th had 00 t ted th th book II 
forh II I yfEgl df whohh tob p Ifi 

hundred gu h ttCdll dtldbmh as 

thetmtdt fm y dm unni t di g f 
being ar tdbyhbth bk :,ad II d t 1 J 

ealled mtgftbppt dp li thm 

toad bmhhl cod rahl pa t f th m 

which by th oai n- m t h as t Id 

till t 1 m th ft th p bl t f h k 

a day wh h M Cad 11 h d med f g g th eedy 
auth aj G Id m th cam d d th m y 

unde p f ta ly fi g hi d to Cad li 

to d th tm h f h p te t w tch d wh tb h 

went, and, after fuUowmg him to Hyde Park Comer, saw 
him get into a postchaiss, in which a woman of the town 
was waiting for bim, and wiUi whom, it afterwards appeared, 
be went to Bath to dissipate what he had thu^ fraudulently 
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COLMArfS RAHDOM RECORDS. 

Oliver GoiDsiinff, several yenre before mj luckless presenta- 
tion to Johnson, proved how • Doctors difter.' I wna only five 
Stars old when Soldamich took me on his knee, while be nea 
drinking coffee, one evening, with my fatlicr, and began to 
play »ith me; nhioh amiable act I returned nith tbe ingra- 
titude of a pccviah brat, bj giving bim a very smart slap on 
tho face: it must bate been a tingler, for it left the marks 
of my little spiteful paw upon hia cheek. This infantile 
outrage was followed by summary justioe, and I was locked 
up by mj indignant fother in an adjoining room, to undergo 
solitary imprisoouent in the dark. Here I began to howl 

might be likely to set me free, for the purpose of abating a 

At length a generous friend appeared to extricate me from 
jeopardy, and that generous friend was no other than the man 
I had so wantonly molested b; assanlt and battery, — it was 
tbe tender-hearted Doctor liunselC, with a lighted candle in 
his band, and a smile upon hie countenance, which was still 
partially red from tho effects of my petnlance. I sullied and 
sobbed, and be fondled and soothed, till I began to brighten. 
Goldsmith, who in regard to obildren was like thn Village 
Preacher he has so beautifully described, — for 



aeiiad the propitious moment of returning good humour; so 
he put down tiia candle, and began to conjure. He placed 
three hal<, wliieh happened to be io the room, upon the carpet. 



«jhy Google 



se AKECDOTES or GOLDSMITH. 

and a shilling under each; the shillings, he told me, were 
England, Frniice, and Spain. ' Hej, presto, cooltoloruni ! • 
Dried the Doctor, and, lo! on uncovering tta ebiilings whioh 
had been dispersed, each beneath a separate hat, they were 

jears old, and therefore might not hate wondered at tho 
sudden revolution whioh brought England, France, and Spain 
all under one orcnrn; but, as I was also no conjurer, it amazed 
me beyond measure. Astonishment might bave amounted to 
awe for one who appeared lo me gifted with the power of 
performing miracles, if the good-nature of the man had not 
obviated my dread of the mngician; but, from that lime, 
whenever the Doctor came lo visit my father, 

' I pluck'd hla gom), lo ahice the good man's smile j ' 
a game at romps constantly ensued, and we were always cor- 
dial friends and raorrj playfellows. Our unequal oompanion- 
Bhip varied soraewhat in point of sports as I grow older, but 
it did But last long; my senior playmate died, alaa! in his 
forly.fifth year, some months after I had attained my eleventh. 
His death, it haa been thought. Has hastened by 'mental 
inquietude.' If this supposition be true, nei-er did the tur- 
moils of life subdue a mind more warm with sympathy for 
the misfortunes of our fellow-orcatures. But his character is 
familiar to every one who reads: in all the numerous aecoants 
of hia virtnes and bis foibles, his genius and absurdities, his 
knowledge ot nature and bis ignorance of the world, bis 'eom- 
paasion for another's woo' was always predominanti and my 
trivial story of his humouring a froward child weighs but a£ a 
feather in the recorded scale of bis benevolenee. 
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COMBERLAND'S MEMOIKS, 

At this time I did not know Oliver Goldsmith evin 1ij person. 
I tbiiil! our first meeting ohanoed tu be at the British Ooffee- 

■nd I l>eliei-e be Torgare mc for nil the little fume I had got 
by the Euccess of m; West Indian, which had pot hua to some 
troobla, for it wasnotinhisnatura to be unkind; and I bed 
soon an opportunity of convincing hico bow incapable I WM 
of harbouring resentment, and hen leatoasl; I took my share 
In what ooncemed hia interest and reputation. That he was 
rerld inows; bat 
hia heart. Ue 

that did not, and by nature enold not, belong to him, and, at 
the same lime, ineiousably onrelesa of the fime which he had 
powers to oommaad. Jlis table-talk was (Qarriok aptly oom- 

glcams of eloquence, and at times a majesty of thought; but, 
ia general, his tongue and his pen had two very different 
styles of talking. What fuibles be had he took no pains to 
ooDoeal; the good qimlitieE of his heart were too frequently 
obscured by the carelessness of his eonduet and the frivolity 
of his manners. Sir Joshua Kcjnolda was very good (o him, 
and would hare drilled him into better trim and order for 
•ociety, if he would have been amenable; for Keynolds was e. 
perfect gentleman, had good sense, great propriety, with all 
the social attributes and all the graoes of hospitality, equal 
to any man. He knew well how to appreciate men of talents, 
and how near akin the Muae of Poetry was to that art of which 

the aubjcet of h\i famous Ugolino ; what aids he got fVom 
others, if he got ojiy, were worthily bestowed and happily 
applied. 

There is something in Goldsmith's prose that to my car ia 
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to be andorstood; we never irant to read his period tvi 
over, escopt for the ploaaare it bestows ; obscurity oev 
calls U9 back to a repetition of it. That he ves a, poet tbe: 
is no doubt; but tbe piLUoity of his verges docs not allow i 
to rank bim !a tLat high et&tion where his genius might ha< 
caitied him. Then - - - - 

Traveller, and Hermit, aie all spccimcDs, beautiful as snoh; 
but thej are only bird's eggs on a etring, and eggs of siuiiil 
birds too. One great magniGcent wAate must be ocoouiplished 
before we can prononnce upon the mofcr to be the i Trotirnj^. 
Pope himself never earned this title hj a work of anj mag- 
nicade but hij Homer; and that, being a translation, only 
conetituted him an aeoomplished versifier. Distress drove 
Goldsmith upon nndertaMogs neither congenial with his 
studies, nor worthy of his talents. I remem\ier him, when 
in hia chamber in the Temple, he showed nie the beginning 
of his 'Animated Nature; ' it was with a slgli, such as genius 
draws, when hard oeoessity diverts it froai its bent to drudge 
for bread, and talk of birds and beasts and creeping things, 
which Pidcooh'a showmen woull have dcno as well P»r 
f 11 w h h dly k w "a f m ml tnrk y 

fmgo btwhh t th bl Bpb- 



h ppy t f m t to II h 61 h t med h If 

to k nd Id 1 t m d d h t 11 tb 

y d rs th k gd m Th d ed th preca 

k Iddhimeeodifm lytJhBy 

h pasty k pt pa I 1 w th S Iso F t d wh h 

own name was fairly written out of credil, bo wrolo himself 

should rather fay the desu% of finding money for a masque- 
rade, drove Oliver Goldsmith upon abridging history and 
turning Buffon into English, yet I much doubt if, without that 
spur, he would ever have put his Pegasus into action ; no, if 
be had been rich, the world would have been poorer than ft is 
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Oliver Qoldamith began at this time to write for the Btagc; 
sad it is lo be liunoDtod that he did not begin at an earlier 
period of life tu turn his genius U> druTnotic compositions, 
and much more to be lamented, that, after he hnd b^gun, 
the Buoeeeding period of bis life was ao soon cnit off. There 
is no doubt but hia geniua, when more fauiili;iriied to the 
busineaa, noutd have inspired him to aooomplisb grent things. 
His firat cninedj of the < Oood-natured Man ' noa read and 
applauded in its manuscript bj Edmund Bntke, and tlie circle 
in which he then lived and moved. Under sucb patronage it 
eame nith thoae testitnoniala ta tbs director of Corcnt Garden 
Theatre, aa could not fail to open all the avenues lo the atage, 
and beapeali all the favour and attention from the performers 
and the publio, that the applauding roiee of him, nhoao ap- 
pLinse was fame itself, could give it, This comedy baa enough 
tnjuatif; the good opinbn of its literar; patron, and soeura 
its author against anj loas of reputation ; for it baa the stamp 
of a man of talents upon it, though its popularity with the 
audience did not quite keep pace nitb tlie expectations that 
wci-e grounded on tho fiat it had antccodenti; been honoured 
with. It waa a firs6 effort, however, and did not diaconrage 
its ingenious author from invoking his muse a second time. 
It <iaa now, whilst bis labours irere in perfection, that I Grat 
met him at the British Cofee-honse, aa I have alrcad; related, 
somewhat out of plaoe. He dinod nith us aa a visitisr, intra- 
daced, as I think, by Sir Joshua Reynolds; and we held a 
consultation upon the naming of bis oomedy, nhich some of 
Ihc company bad read, and nbich ha detailed to the rest after 
his manner nith a great deal of good-humour. Somebody 
suggested, 'She Stoopa to Conquer,' ~ and that title was 
agreed upon. When I peroeived aa embarmssment in his 
manner binards me, nblcb I could readily account for, I lost 
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in hia behalf; and I had soon tha plcaaure to patccii-a tbat be 
eredlted ma for mj aiooeiitj. ' You and I,' said he, ' have 
Tery difforenC motives fur resorting to the stage. I write for 
uionaj, and eare little about fame.' I was toiicbcd bj this 
melancliolr oonfesiion, and from that moment boeied myself 
aBsiduoualy mnongst all my eonneiions in bia cause. The 
whole oompany pledged themsdi-es to the support of the inge- 
nious poet, and faithfully kept their promise lo him. In faoC, 
he needed all that could be done for bim ; as Mr. Colman, then 
manager of Covent Garden Theatre, pro(*st«d against the 
comedy, when as yet lie had not etruck upon a name for it. 
Johnson at length stood forth m all his terrors as champion 
for the piece, and baolicd by us his client and retainers de- 
manded a fair trial. Culman agi^o protested, but, with that 
aoli-o for his own reputation, liberally lent his stage to one 
of the most eccentric productions that ever found ila way to it, 

were not over-aanguine of aaccess, but perfectly determined to 
struggle hard for our author; wc accordingly assembled our 
strength at the Shakespeare Tavern in a considerable body for 
an early dinner, where Samuel Johnson took the chair at the 
headofalongtoble, and was the life and soul of the corps; 
the Poet took post silently by his side with the Burkes, Su- 
Joshua Reynolds, Fitzherbert, Caleb Whilefoord, and a pha- 
lans of North Briljah predetermined npplaudors, under the 
banner of Miyor Neilly, all good men and true. Our illus- 
trious president was in unimitablc glee, and poor Ooldsmith 
that day took all hia raillery as patiently and complacently as 
toy friend Boawell any day, or every day of his life, la the 
meantime we did not forget our duty ; and though we had a 
better comedy going, in which Johnson was chief actor, we 
betook ourselves in good time to our separate and allotted 
pusl3, and wiuted the awful drawing up of the onrlain. As 
our alatiouBwere preconcerted, so were our signals for plaudits 
arranged and determined upon, in a ma:iner that gave every 
one hia cue, where to look for them, and liow to follow them 
up. We had amongst us a very worthy and efficient member, 
long since lost to his friends and the world at large, Adam 
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Drumm^nd, vt amiable memory, wbo was gifted by nat 

giuus, Imgh that ever echoed from tiie hiunai 
neighiiig of the tiorse of tba sou of Hystaspea waa a whiapi 
to It; tba wbule thunder of the thentra oould not drown 1 
This kind and ingenuous friend fairly forewarned us. that b 
knew no more when to give bis fire than the oannon did ths 
WHS planted on a battery. lie desired therefo 






I plan 



had Chs I 



The 






m upper boi, pretty neaily over the 
stage. In full rien of the pit and galJerlea, and perfectly well 
situated to give the echo all its play through the hollows and 
recesses of the theatre. The success of our manoauvres wai 
complete. All eyes were upon Johnson, who sat in a front 
row of n side bos; and, when bo laughed, everybody thought 
themselves warranted to roar. In the meantime my friend 
followed signals with a rattle so uiesistibly comie, that, nben 
he had repeated it several times, the atte 
tors waa so engrossed by his f er?ton and pi 
progress of the play seemed likely to beoome 
object, and I found it prudent to ins 
might halt his musio without any pi 



'Olnleto 



OS, that the 



to him that he 
to the author, 
he had laughed 



upon my signal where ho had fc 

luckily he fancied that ho found a joke in almost every thing 

that was said ; to that nothing in nature could be tc 

apropos than some of his hursts every now and th 

These were dangerous moments, for the pit began to take 

umbrage; butwa carried our play through, and triumphed, 

not only over Colman's judgment, but our own. 

As the life of poor Oliver (loldsmith waa now fast approaob- 
hlg to its period, I conclude my account of him with gratitude 
for the epitaph he bestowed on me in his poem called 'Bi 
taliation.' 

It was upon a proposal started by Edmund Burke, that 
party of friends, who had dined together at Sir Joshua He; 
nolds'3 and my house, should meet at the St. James's Colfe. 
house; which accordingly took place, and waa occaaionoll 
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repeated with much feativity and good followsliip. Dr. Ber. 
nord, Deim of Derr;, a very ambble and old friend of mine, 
Dr. Dooglas, ainoB Bishop of Salisbury, Johnson, Dayid Sar- 
riek. Sir Josbua Reynolds, Oliver Qoldainith, Edmund and 
Uiubard Burke, Hlckej, with two or three others, constituted 
our party. At one of these meetings, an idea waa suggested 
of ellemporary epitaphs upon the patties present; pen and 
ink were called fur, and Oarrick off-hand wrote an epitaph 
with a good deal of humour upon poor Goldainith, who was 
the first in jest, oa ho proved to be in reality, that wo com- 
mitted to the grave. The Deanalso gave him an epitaph, and 
Su' Joshua illuminated the Denn's verses with a sketch of his 
bast Id pen and ink inimitably caricatnrod. Xeither Johnson 
nor Burke wrote any thing; and when I perceived Oliver was 
rather acre, and seemed to vatoh me with that hind of atten- 
tion which indicated his expectation of something in the same 
kind of burlesque with theirs, I thought it time to press the 
joke no further, and nrote a (ew couplets at a side-table, wblch 
when I had finished, and was called on by Ihe oompanj lo 
exhibit. Goldsmith with mnoh agitation besought me lo spare 
him, and I was about to tear them, when Johnson wrested 
them out of my hand, and in a loud voice read them at the 
table, r have now lost all reeollectlon of them, and in fact 
they were little worth remembering; but as they were serious 



This I reoulleot, because he repeated it several times and 

duced his epitaphs as they stand in the littlo posthumous 
poem above mentioned, and this was the last time he ever 
enjoyed (he company of his friends. 

As he had served up the company under the similitude of 
variou' sorts of meat, I hid in the meantime flgured tliem 
under that of liquor; which little poem I rather think waa 
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printed, but of tbis I am nut sure. Qoldsmith sickened and 

il nas decided to pnblish h!a Retaliatioa, and Johason at the 
same lime undertoolt to write an epitaph for our lamented 
friend, to whoio we proposed to ereot a monument by subsorip- 
tion in Westminster Abbey. This epitaph Johnson eseouted; 
hut in the criticism that weis attempted against It, and in the 
BuDnd-Bobin signed at Beanolerc'e bouse, I bad no part. I 
bad nu acquaintance nitb tlia,t gentleman, and was never in 
bis bouse in my life. 

Tbns died Oliver Ooldaraith, in bis chambei in the Temple, 
at a period of life when hia genius waa jet in its rigour, and 
fortune seemed disposed to smile upon him. I have heard Dr. 
Johnson relate with inflnile humour the circumstance of bis 
rescuing him from a ridiculous dilemma by the purchase-money 
Df his Vicar of Wakefield, which be sold on bis behalf to 
Dodslej; and, ea I think, fbr the sum of ten pounds only.* 
He had run up a debt with bis landlady for board and lodging 
of some few pounds, and was at his wits-end how to wipe off 
the score and keep a roof over his bead, except by closing with 
a very staggering proposal on ber part, and taking bis cre- 
ditor to wife, whose charms were very far from alluring, whilst 
her demands were extremely urgent. In this eriais of bis fete, 
be was found by Johnson in the act of meditatmg on the me- 
lancholj alternative before him. 

He ahowed Johnson his mannsoript of The Viear of Wake- 
field, but aecmed to be without any plan, or even hope, of rais- 
ing money upon the disposal of it; when Johnson cast hia eye 
upon it, he discovered something that gave bim hope, and 
immediately took it to Dodslej, who paid down the price 
above mentioned in ready money, and added an eventual con- 
dition upon its future sale. Johnson described the preoautions 
he took in concealing Che amonnt of the sunjie bad in band, 
which bo prudently administered to bim by a guinea at a 
time. In the event bo paid off the landlady's score, and 
redeemed the person of hia friend from her embraces. Gold- 
smith had the joy of finding bisingenioua work succeed beyond 
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his hopes, and ftoiii that time began to place a confidence in 
the resouices of bia talents, vhioh thencsforward eonbled blm 
to keep his etation in societ;, and cultivate the friendship of 
many eminent petBons, who, whilst they emiled at his ecoantri- 
citiea, esteemed lilm for his genius and good quahties. 



NORTHCOTB'S COSVERSATIONS. 

GoLDSuiTH and Enrke had often riolent disputes about politjca; 
Ihp one being a staunch Tory, and the other at that time a 
Whig and outrageous anti-courtier. One day be came inW Ibe 
room nhen Sldamith nas there, full of ire end abuse against 
the late king and went on in such a torrent of tha most un- 
qualih d a ectiTe that Goldsmith threatened to leave the 
room The Ihcr, however, persisted; and Goldsmith went 
out unable to bear it any longer. So much for Mr. Burke's 
p etond d ogn teuoy and uniform loyalty! When Northcote 
fi t oarae to *! r Joshua, ha wished very much to see Gold- 
em th and ne day Sir Joshua, on introducing him, asked 
why be bad been so aniloas to see him. ■ Eecansc,' sE^d 
No thcoto he 13 a notable man.' This expression, 'notalile,' 
n tB d na y ense, was so contrary to GoIdEmith^schafaater, 
that they both burst out a laughing very heartily. Goldsmith 
was two thousand pounds in debt at the time of bis deatb, 
which was hastened by his chagrin and distressed circum- 
stances; and when* She Stoops to Conquer 'was performed, 

mouthful. A party wont ftom Sir Joshua's to support it. Tho 
present title was not filed upon till that morning. Northoofa 
went with Ralph, Sir Joshua's man, into Iba gallery to see 
how it went off; and, after the second act, there was no doubt 
of its saceess. Northcote says, people had a great notion of 
the literary parties at Sir Joshua's. 

Mrs. G. bad oertMnly a lock of Goldsmith's hair, for she 
and her Hater (Miss Homeck) bad wished to have some re- 
membrance of him after his death; and though the oofSn was 
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nailaj up, it waa opened again at their request, (suoh was the 
regard Goldsmith naa knonn to hava for then!) and a look 
of bis hair WHS cut off, which Mrs. G. still has. Northcote 
aiud, Doldsmith'a death was the severest hlow Sir Joshua ever 
rocelTed; he did not paint at all that day. It was proposed to 
make a, grand Tuneral for him; hut Ropioldg ohjeeted to this, 
Bs it nouid be over in a day, and said il would be hettfir to 
lay hy the money to erect a monumeat to him in Weslmineter 
Abbey; and he went himself and ehose the spot. Goldsmith 
had begun another novel of which he read the first chapter to 
the Miss Hornccks a little before his death. Nortbcote asked 
what I thought of the Vicar of Wakefield. And I answered, 
' What evaryhody else did.' He said there was that mixture 
of the ludiorous and tho pathetic running through it, which 
particularly delighted him; it gave a stranger reaemblaneeto 
nature. He thought this justified Shakespeare in mingling up 
farce and tragedy together; life itself was a tragi-eomedy. 
Instoad of being pure, every thing was ehequered. If you 

la the greatest distress heoanse her stall was overturned, at 
which yon could not help smiling. We then spoko of ' Reta- 
liation,' and priused the charaoter of. Bnrke hi particular as a 
masterpiece. Nothing that be had ever said or done but what 
waa foretold in it ; nor was be painted H3 the principal fignre 
in the foreground with the partialitj of a friend, or as the 
great man of the day, hut with abaokgronnd of history, abow- 
ing both what he waa and what he might have been. North- 
distinguished by a beautiful transparency, by simplicity and 
originality. He confirmed Boswell's account ot Goldamitb, us 
being about the middle height, rather clumsy, and tawdry in 
his dress. 

Human nature ia always the same. It waa so with Johnson 
and Goldsmith. They would allow no one to have any merit 
but themselves. The Tory attempt waa a piece of presump- 
tion, and a treapusa upon their privileged rights. I remember 
a poem that came out, and that waa sent to Sir Joahua: his 
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secvanl Kslph bad iDstractions lo bring it ia just after 
Qoldsmith prescDtlj got hold of it, and Eeemed Chroim 
iHge before be h^ leud a, line of it. He then said, 
TfrelBhed stuff ii bete', wbat cursed nonsense that ii 
Kept ail tbe vtbile marking tba pufsuges »lth his tbuu 
as if he nuuld cut tbem in piecca. At ia;t, Sir Jtisli< 
was provoked.interfered, andsajd, 'Nay.dun'tEpoiln 



HAWKINS'S MEMOIES OF JOHNSON. 

Goldsmith ia well tnowu by his writings to bare been a man 
of geniua and of very fine parts; but of hia oharaoler and 
general deportment it is tbe hardest task anj one can under- 
lake to gite a description. I will, however, attempt it, trust- 
ing to be eiQuaed if, in the spirit of e, faithful historian, I 
lecord as well his ainguiaritiea m his merits. 

There are certain memoirs of him extant, from wbieb we 
learn that bis iacliaation co-operating with hie fortunea, which 
were but acanty, led him into a conrao of life little differing 
from Tagranoy, that deprived him of the oenefits of regular 
study ; it, however, gratified his humour, stored his mind with 
ideas and some knowicdge, which, when he became settled, ha 
improved by vaiiona reading; yet to all the graces of urba- 
nity he was a stranger. With the greatest pretensiona to 
polished manners, he was rude, and, when he most meant the 
contrary, absurd. He aSeeted Johnson's style and manner of 
oonversation, and when he had uttered, as he often would, a 
laboured sentence, ao tumid as to he scarcely intelligible, 
would ask if that waa not truly Johnsooiao; yet he loved not 
Johnson, hut rather envied him for his parts, and once en- 
treated a friend to desist from priusing bim; 'for in doing so,' 
said be, 'you barrow up my very soul.' 

He had some wit, hut no humour, and never told a etury 
but be spoiled it. The foliowing auecdotea wilt convey soms 
idea of the style and manner of bia couversadon. 
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He waa used to siiy be could play on the Gcrma 



I tam ; anl France aisplaja her bright domida. 

Pleu'S irith tliTself, vham sU tbe norld can please, 
How often Iiaye I led tby apertJTe chelr, 
With tuneless pipe, beside the mnrmuring Ldre! 
Wbeiv Bbadip g elme BJeng tbe ms^la grew^ 
And, (reBhen'd (rem tbe ivavcs, the acphyre flew ; 

But mock'd all tune, and marr-i the dsnoer'a skill, 
Yet would tbe village praiev my wondrous power, 
Aid dance tbigetful of the noontide hour.' 

Bat, in tiutb, be underatood not the cbaraoter ia nhich 
mnsio is written, and [ilo-jed on that instrument, aa many of 
the vulgar do, merely by eat. Boubiliao, the sculptor, a merry 
ftllow, once heajil him play, and, minding to put a trick on 
biui, pretended to be oharmed with liis perfonnanoc, as alao 
that iiimaelC was skilled in the art, and entreated kirn to re- 
peat the air that he might nrile it down, tioldsmith readily 
eonsenting, Koubiliac called fbr paper, and scored Uiereon a 
few flve-Iined alaYes, which having done. Goldsmith proceeded 
to play and Roubiliae to write; but his writing waa only such 
random cotes on the lines and spaces as any one might Bet 
down who had ever inspected a page of music. When they 
had both done, Koubiliao showed the paper to Goldaraitb, who, 
looking it over with seeming great atlsntion, said it was very 
correct, and that, if he had not seen him do il, he never could 
baye believed his friend capable of writing musio after him. 

He used frequently to preface a story thus; I will tell yon 
B story oC myself, which some people laugh at, and some do 

At the breaking up of an evening at a tavern, he entreated 
the company to sit down, and told them if they would uall for 
another bottle, they should hear one of his ton mota. They 
agreed, and he began thus : I waa once lold that Sheridan 
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HiB plajer, in order bo improra himself in stage gestures, 
bad iDuking-glaaaes lo the nniDber of ten hung Eibunt hk 
roum, and fhat he praetiaed before them; upon which I said, 
'Then there were ten nglj tcUowa together.' The oom- 
panj were all silBnt; he asked whj they did not laugh, which 
thej not doing, he, without tasting the nine, left tbe room in 
anger. In a large company he once said, ' Xesterdaj I heard 
aneioellent Btorj.andl would relate it now if I thought any 
of you able to understand it.' The company laughed, and ons 
of them said, 'Doctor, you ore rery rude; ' hut he made no 
apology. He once conipiaincd to a friend in these words: 
■Mr. Mactinelli ia a rude man: X said in his hearing, thtft 
(here were no good writers among the Ilaliana, and he said to 
one that sat near him, that I was very ignorant.' 

' People,' said he, ' are greatly mistaken in me. A noUon 
goes about, that nben I am silent I mean to be impudent; 
but, I assure yoa, gentlemen, my silence arises from bashful- 
Having ono day a call to w^t on the late dnke, then earl 
of Northumberland, I found Goldanilth wailing for an andi- 
onCB in an outer room. I asked him what had brought bim 
there: he told me an invitation from hia lordship. I made 
my businesE as short as I could, and, as a reason, mentioned 
that Cr. Goldsmith was waiting without. The earl ashed mo 
if I was acquainted with him: I told him I was, adding what 
I thought likely to recommend him. I reMrod, and stayed hi 
the outer room to take him home. Upon his coming out, I 
asked him the result of his coniersation. ' His lordsbip,' 
says he, ' told me he had read ray poem,' meauing the Tra- 
veller, 'and was much delighted with it; that ho vae going 
lord-lieutenant of Ireland; and that, hearing that I waa a 
nadve of that country, he should be glad to do me any kind 
ce^.' And what did you answer, asked I, to this graoions 
offerl ' Why,' eud he, ■ I could say nothing but that I had a 
brother thore, a clergyman, that stood in need of help; as for 
myself, I have no dependence on the promises of great men; 
I look to the booksellers for support, they are my best friends, 
and I am not inclined to forsake ttem for others.' 
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Thus did thia idiot, in the aEiirB of the world, triQe bUU his 
fortunes, and put back the hand that was held out to assist 
him. Other offers of a like kind he either rejected or failed 
to improve, contenting himself with the patronage of one 
nobleman, whoso mansion afforded hiui the delights of a 
epleodid table, and a retreat for a few days from the metro- 
While I was writing the History of Mueic, he, at the elub, 
OommuHieated to me some curious matter. I desired he would 
reduce It to writing; he promised me he would, and desired 
t« Eee me at his chambers: I called on him there; he stepped 
into a closet, and tore out of a printed book six leaves that 
eontMned what he had mentioned to me. As he wrote for the 
booksellers, we, at the olub, looked on him as a mere literary 
dmdge, eqaal to the task of compiling and trauElndng, but 
little capable of origmal, and sffll less of poetical composition: 
he bod, nevertheless, nnknown to ns, written and addressed 
to the countess, afterwards duchess, of Horthumborland, ona 
of the finest poems of the lyrio kind that our langu^e baa 
to boast of, the ballad, ' Turn, gentle Hermit of the Dale ; ' * 
Mid enrprised ns with ' The Traveller,' a poem that contains 
some particulars of his own hislorj. Johnson was supposed 
to have assisted him in it; but he contributed to the perfection 
ofitonly four lines: his opinion of it was, that it waa the best 
written poem ^nco the time of Pope. 

Of the boukseilerswbom he stjied his frienda.Mr. Newbery 
was one. This person had apartments in Canonburj-bouse, 
■ where Goldsmith often lay concealed from his creditors, Undet 
B pressing necessity, he there wrote his Vicar of Wakefield, 
and for it ceoeired of Sewbery forty pounds. 

Of a man named Griffin, a bookseller, in Catberlne-street in 
the Strand, he had borrowed, by two and three guineas at a 
time, money to the amount of two hundred pounds: to die- 
charge this debt he wrote 'The Deserted VilUgo,' but waa 
■ That tliie beautl^ poem existd we owe to Dr, Chapman, of Sad- 
buij. Boon after he wrote it, Goldsmith sbowert It to tha Doctor, and 
■as by hhn tiardly diBBuaded from throwing it into Uie Sse. — Baie- 
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tno years about it. Sood after its publication, Griffia deolired 
that it had discharged the whole of his debt. 

His poema are replete with fine moral sentiment, and be- 
speak a great dignity of mind; jel he had no senao of tha 
shame, nor dread ot the evils, of poyerty. 

In the latter lie was at one time so iovolred, that, fur the 
olamoura of a woman to whom he was indebted for lodging, 

able, Ull he had made himself drunk, to stay within do 
go abroad to hairk among the booksellers a piece of hisw 
(ho dtle whereof my author does not remember. In tl 
tress ha sent for Johnson, who immediately went to one of 
them, and brought bock money for his relief. 

In his dealmgs with the booksellers, he is said to bare aoted 
very dishonestly, never fulfilling his engagements. In one 
year he got of them, and by bis plays, the Bum of £I,BO0, 
wliioh te dissipated by gaming and extravaganoo- »nd died 
poor, in 1714. 

He that can account for the inoonsistenoiea of character 
above noted, otherwise than by showing that wit and wisdom 
are sehiom found to meet in the same mind, will do more than 
any of Goldsmith's friends were ever able to do. He was buried 
in the Temple ohurchjatd, A monument was erected for him 
in the Poet's Comer, in Westminster Abbey, by a subscription 
of his friends, and is placed over the entrance info St. Blaae's 
Chapel. The inscription thereon was written by Johnson. 
This I am able to say with certainty, for he showed it bi me in 
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PROSPECT OF SOCIETY. 
A rOEM. 
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" The Traveller ; or, a Prospect of Society, inscribed to the 
Bev. Mr. Heary GoldamitU, by Oliver Goldsmith, M. B.," 
was first publislied in December, 176t, price Is, Brf., and waa 
the earliest produetioii to which Goldsmith prefixed his name. 
It went through nine editions in Goldsmith's lifeUme, and is 
hers reprinted ftom lie ninth edition, 4to, 177*, compared 
with the first edition, 4to, 1766, and with the " siith edition, 
corrected," 4to, 1770. 

This poem is founded on Addison's " Letter from Italy to 
the Right Hononrabte Charles Lord Halifax," of which Gold- 
smith himself says: " Few poems have done more honosr to 
English genius tlian this. There ie in it a strain of political 
thinking, that was, at that time, [ITOl,] new in our poetry. 
Had the harmony of this been equal to that of Pope's versifi- 
cation, it would be incontestably the finest poem in our lan- 
guage; but there is a dryness in the numbers which greatly 
lessens the pleasure excited both by the parts judgment and 
imagination." {Beaulias of English Poesy, 1767, voL i. 
p. 111.) 

All that Goldsmith wonld appear to have received for this 
poem, was twenty guineas.— AfeioAwTj MSS., Prior, ii. 58.— 

COKNINGHAM. 
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TO THB REV, HEHRY GOLDSMITH. 

Dear Sm, — I am sensible that the friendship 

belween ns can acquire no new force from the 
ceremonies of a dedication; and perhaps it de- 
mands an excuse thus to prefix your name to my 
attempts, which you decline giving with your own. 
But as a part of this poem was formerly written 
to you from Switaerland, the whole can now, with 
propriety, he only inscribed to you. It will also 
throw a light upon many parts of it, when the 
reader understands that it is addressed t« & man 
who, despising fame and fortune, has retired early 
to happiness and obscurity, with an income of 
forty pounds a year. 

I now perceive, my dear brother, the wisdom 
of your humble choice. You have entered upon 
a sacred office, where the harvest is great, and 
the labourers are but few ; while you have left 
the field of ambition, where the labourer are 
many, and the harvest not worth carrying away. 
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But of all kinds of ambition, — wliat from the 
refinement of the times, from different systems of 
criticism, anij from the divisions of party, — that 
which pursues poetical fame is the wildest. 

Poetry makes a principal amusement among 
unpolished nations ; but in a country verging to 
the extremes of refinement, painting and music 
come in for a share. As these offer the feeble 
mind a less laborious entertdnment, they at first 
rival poetry, and at length supplant her : they 
engross all that favour onee shown U> her, and, 
though but younger sisters, seize upon the elder's 
birthright. 

Tet, however this art may be neglected by the 
powerful, it is still in greater danger from the 
mistaken efforts of the leained to improve it. 
What criticisms have we not heard of late in 
favour of blank verse and Pindaric odes, cho- 
ruses, anapesta and iambics, alliterative care and 
happy negligence ! Every absurdity has now a 
champion to defend it; and as he is generally 
much in the wrong, so he has always much to 
say i for error is ever talkative. 

But (Jiere is an enemy to this art stUl more 
dangerous — I mean party. Party entirely distorts 
the judgment, and destroys the taste. When the 
mind is once infected with this disease, it can 
only find pleasure in what contributes to increase 
the distemper. Like the tiger, that seldom de- 
sists from pursuing man after having once preyed 
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Upon human flesh, the reader, who haa once gra- 
tified his appetite with calumny, makes, ever after, 
the most agreeable feast upon murdered reputa- 
tion. Such readers generally admire some half- 
witted thing, who wants to he thought a bold man,' 
having lost the character of a wise ■one. Him 
they dignify with the name of poet : his tawdry 
lampoons are called satires ; his turhulence is said 
to be force, and his frenzy fire. 

What reception a poem may find, which has 
neither abuse, party, nor blank verse to support 
it, I cannot tell, nor am I solicitous to know. 
My aims are right. Without espousing the cause 
of any party, I have alfempted to moderate the 
rage of all. I have endeavoured to show, that 
(here may be equal happiness in states that are 
differently governed from our own; that every 
state has a particular principle of happiness, and 
that this princijile in each may be carried to a 
mischievous excess. There are few can judge, 
better than yourself, how far these positions are 
illustrated in this poem, I aiu, 

Dear Sir, 

Your mosf aflectionate Brother, 

Oliver Goldsmith. 



Churchill, Bt -^-hom all tliii 


( is ail 


lied, dies 4th Novembot, 


:4, whik Iho first edition of 


"The 


Traveller" wsis passing 


oagh the prc8!,-P. C. 
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^ Reuots, unfriended, melancholy, slow, 
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wandering Po ; 
Or onward, where the rude Carinthian^ boor 
Against the houseless stranger shuts the door; 
Or where Campania's plain forsaken lies, 
A wfeary wJlste expaiidiiig to th^ skies ; 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to see, 
My heart untravell'd fondly turns to thee ; 
Still to my brother turns, with ceaseless pain, 
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain. 

1 SemotH ' Solus, Inops, exapes, leto pceiiieque reliotna.' 

Oiiid. Metasi. sir. 217. 
Exsul, iuops erres, olienaque limlnn lustres,' &c. 

(hid. Eit. 113. 
And compare Petrarch, Son. isii; 

' Solo pensoso, i piil deserti campi 
Vb misurando a passi tardl e leuti.' 
s Carinthia was vislled by Goldsmith in 1755, and still 
(1863) retains its ohariioter for inhoapitality.— P. C. 

a and drags] 'When I am with Florimel, it (my heart) is 
still your pciBoner, U only drama a longer chain after it.' 

Ciiber'i Qm. Lover, p. 21B, 
'I shoulfl of life's weary load complwn, 
And, drown'd in tears, drag on the encumbering chain.' 

Blacknare's Arlhar, p. 212. 
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Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend, 
And round his dwelling guardian saints attend ; 
Blest be that spot, wLere cheerful guests retire 
To pause from toil, and trim their evening fire ; 
Blest that abode, where want and pain repair, 
And every stranger finds a ready chair; 
Blest be those feasts with simple plenty crown'd. 
Where all the ruddy family around 
Laugh at the jests or pranks that never fail> 
Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale ; 
Or press the bashful stranger to his food, 
And learii the luxury of doing good. 

But me, not destin'd such delights to share, 
My prime of life in wandering spent and care ; 
Impell'd, with steps unceasing, to pursue 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view ; 
That, like the circle bounding earth and skies, 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies ; 
My fortune leads to traverse realms alone. 
And find no spot of all the world my own. 

Ev'n now, where Alpine solitudes ascend, 
I sit me down a pensive hour to spend ; 
And, plac'd on high above the storm's career. 
Look downward where an hundred realms appear 

' The farther I travel, I feel the pain of separfitioo with 
EtTonger force. Those tlea that bind mo to m; native couniry 
and ;oii are stilt unbroken ; by ever; remove I odIj drag a 
greateclangthofohain.' — Cilixen of the IVorW.vol. i.lott. J. 
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Lakes, foresta, cities, plains, extending wide, 
The pomp of kings, tlie sheplierd's Iiumbler pride. 

When tlius creation's charms around combine. 
Amidst the store, should thankless pride repine ? 
Say, should the philosophic mind disdain 
Thatgood which makes each humbler bosom vain? 
Let school taught pride dissemble all it can, 
These little things are great to little man ; 
And wiser he, whose sympathetic mind 
Exults in ill the good of all mankind, [crown'd; 
Te ghttenng town's, with wealth and splendour 
Te fields, where summer spreads profusion round ; 
Te lakes, whose vessek catch the busy gale ; 
Te bending swains, that dress the flowery vale; 
For me your tributary stores combine : 
Creation's heir, the world — the world is mine I 

As some lone miser, visiting his store, 
Bends at his treasure, counts, recounts it o'er; 
Hoards after hoards his rising raptures fill, 
Tet still he sighs, for hoards are wanting still : 
Thus to my breast alternate passions rise, [plies: 
Pleaa'd witli each good that Heaven to man sup- 
Tet oft a sigh prevails, and sorrows fall, 
To see the hoard of human bliss so small ; 
And oft I wish, amidst the scene, to find 
Some spot to real happiness consign'd. 
Where my worn soul, each wandering hope at rest, 
May gather bliss to see my fellows blest. 
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But where to find that happiest spot below, 
Who can direct, when all pretend to know ? 
The shuddering tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happiest spot his own ; 
Extols the treasures of his stormy seas. 
And his long rights of revelry and ease. 
The naked negro, panting at the line, 
Boasts of his golden sands and palmy wine. 
Basks in the glare, or stems the tepid wave, 
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave. 
Such is the patriot's boast, where'er we roam, 
His first, best country ever is at home. 
And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare, 
And estimate the blessings which they share, 
Though patriots flatter, still shall wisdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind ; 
As different good, by art or nature given, 
To different nations makes their blessings even. 

Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 
Still grants her bliss at labour's earnest call; 
With food as well the peasant is supplied 
On Idra's cliffs as Amo's shelvy side ; 
And, though the rocky crested summits frown, 
These rocks by custom turn to beds of down. 
From art more various are the blessings sent: 
Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content. 
Yet these each other's power so strong contest. 
That either seems destructive of the resL [fails; 
Where wealth and freedom reign, coatentment 
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And hobour sinks where commerce long prevails. 
Henca every state, to one lov'd blessing prone, 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 
Each to the favourite happiness attends, 
And spurns the plan that aims at other ends ; 
Till, carried to excess in each domain. 
This favourite good begets peculiar pain. 

But let us try these truths with closer eyea, 
And trace them through the prospect as it lies : 
Here for a while, my proper cares resign'd, 
Here let me sit in sorrow for mankind ; 
Like yon neglected shrub at random cast. 
That shades the steep, and sighs at every blast. 

Far to the right, where Apennine ascends, 
Bright as the summer, Italy extends ; 
Its uplands sloping deck the mountain's side, 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride ; * 
While oft some temple's mouldering tops between 
With venerable grandeur mark the scene. 

Could nature's bounty satisfy the breast, 
The sons of Italy were surely blest 

-* thearric piidrl v. LycfjAronist Cass. v. 600. 
OeaTpo/iOp^ jrpbi lOirci yeoMtpai. 

Cingebant Bilvje, mediaque in valle theatri 

SenecM TVoadea, t. 1125, ' Crescit theatri more.' 
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Whatever fruits In different climes are found, 
Tliat proudly rise, or liumbly court the ground j 
Whatever hboma in torrid tracts appear, 
Wiose bright succession decks tlie varied year ; 
Whatever sweets salute the northern sky 
With vernal lives, that hlossom but to die; 
These, here disporting, own the kindred soil. 
Nor ask luxuriance from the planter's toil ; 
While sea-bom gales their gelid wings expand 
To winnow fragrance round the smiling land. 

But small the bliss that sense alone bestows, 
And sensual bliss is all the nation knows. 
In florid beauty groves and fields appear, 
Man seems the only growth that dwindles here. 
Contrasted faults through all his manners reign ; 
Though poor, luxurious ; though submissive, vain ; 
Though grave, yet trilling; zealous, yet untrue; 
And even in penance planning sins anew. 
All evils here contaminate the mind, 
That opulence departed leaves behind : 
For wealth was theirs ; not far remov'd the date, 
When commerce proudly flourished through the 

At her command the palace learnt to rise, 
Again the iong-fallen column sought the skies j 
The canvas glow'd beyond ev'n nature warm. 
The pregnant quarry teem'd with human form : 
Till, more unsteady than the southern gale. 
Commerce on other shores display'd her sail ; 
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WLile nought remain'S of all that riches ga^e, 
But towns unmann'd, and lords without a slave: 
And late the nation found, with fruitless skill, 
* Its former strength was but plethoric ill. 

Yet stiil the loss of wealth is here supplied 
By arts, the splendid wrecks of former pride ; 
From these the feeble heart and long-fallen mind 
An easy compensation seem to find. 
Here may be seen, in bloodless pomp array'd, 
'The pasteboard triumph and the cavalcade; 
Processions form'd for piety and love, 
A mistress or a saint in every grove. 
By sports like these are all their cares beguil'd, 
The sports of children satisfy the child ; 
Each nobler aim, represt by long control, 
Now sinks at last, or feebly mans the sou!; 
While low delights, succeeding fast behind, 
In happier meanness occupy the mind : 
As in those domes where Ctesars once bore sway, 
Defac'd by time and tottering in decay, 
There in the ruin, heedless of the dead, 
The iheller-seeking peasant builds his shed ; 

s /si In short, the state resembled ooe of tlioae bodies 
bloatid w th diaeaae, wboee built ia only a, ejmplora of ita 
nretoliednosa their former opuleoca only rendered thero muta 
Impotent — Cii.rfilii World,]. BS. 

8 Whe e n the midat of portions, prooeBaionB, and oaTOl- 
eade ftbbes turn shepherds; and shepherdesses, without 
eheep, indulge their innucent diyertimeati.' — Prra. Siati of 
Ltarniag, p. 39. 



«jhy Google 



And, wondering man could want the larger pile, 
Exults, and owns his cottage with a smile. 

My soul, turn from them ; turn we to survey 
"Where rougher climes a nohler race display ; 
Where the bleak Swiss their stormy mansion tread, 
And force a churlish soil for scanty bread: 
No product here the barren hills afford, 
But man and steel, the soldier and his sword; 
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 
But winter lingering chills the lap of May; 
Ho zephyr fondly sues the mountain's breast. 
But meteors glare, and stormy glooms invest. 



Tet still, even here, content can spread a charm, 
Redress t!ie clime, and all its rage disarm. 
Though poor tlie peasant's hut, his feasts tJio' small, 
He sees his little lot the lot of all ; 
Sees no contiguous palace rear its head 
To shame the meanness of his humble shed; 
No costly lord the sumptuous banquet deal 
To make him loathe his vegetable meal; 
But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil. 
Each wish contracting, fits him to the soil. 
Cheerful, at morn, he wakes from short repose, 
Breasts the keen air, and carols as he goes ; 
' With patient angle trolls (he finny deep, 
Or drives his venturous ploughshare to the steep ;" 

f ' The best majiLer lo isnv np the fimy prey,' 

Ca. of the World, ii. 99. 
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Or seeks the den where sDow-tracks mart the way, 
' And drags the strugghng savage into day. 
At night returning, every lahour sped, 
He sits him down, the monarch of a' shed; 
Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round surveys 
His children's looks, that brighten at the blaze ; 
. While his lov'd partner, boastful of her hoard, 
Displays her cleanly plotter on the board ; 
And haply too some pilgrim, thither led, 
With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus every good his native wilds impart. 
Imprints the patriot passion on his heart; 
And ev'n those ills, that round his mansion rise. 
Enhance the bliss his scanty fund supplies. 
Dear is that shed to which his soul conforms, 
And dear that hill which lifts him to the storms j 
And as a child, when scariag sounds molest, 
Clings close and closer to the mother's breast. 
So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains more. 

Such are the charms to barren states assign'ds 
Their wants but few, their wishes all confin'd. 
Yet let them only share the praises due. 
If few their wants, their pleasures are but few ;' 

B ' Drive tha reluctant savage into tlie taiis.' 

Oil. of Ihc World, i. 111. 
xi. where this position is 
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" For every want that stimulates tte breasL 
Becomes a source of pleasure when redrest. 
Whence from such lands each pleasing science flies, 
That iirst excites desire, and then supplies ; 
Unknown to them, when sensual pleasures cloy, 
To fill the languid pause with finer joy; 
Unknown those powers tliat raise the soul to flame, 
Catch every nerve, and vibrate through the frame. 
Their level life is but a smouldering fire, 
Unquench'd by wani, unfann'd by strong desire ; 
Unfit for raptures, or, if raptures cheer 
On some high festival of once a year, 
In wild excess the vulgar breast takes fire, 
Till, buried in debauch, the bliss expire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarsely flow : 
Their morals, like their pleasures, are but low ; 
For, as refinement stops, from sire to son, 
Unalter'd, unimprov'd, the manners run ; 
And love's and friendship's finely pointed dart 
Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 
Some sterner virtues o'er the mountain's breast 
May sit, like falcons cowering on the nest ; 
But all ihe gentler morals, such as play 
Thro' life's more cultur'd walks, and charm the way, 
These, far dispers'd, on timorous pinions fly, 
To sport and flutter in a kinder sky. 
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To kinder skies, where genfJer manners reign, 
1 turn and F an e displays her bright domain. 
Gay pngh y and of mirth and social ease. 
Pie, d w h hy f, whom all the world can 

p A 
How of en ha I ed thy sportive choir,' 
Wih un p e beside the murmuring Loire! 

Where shading elms along the margin grew, 
4Jid freshen'd from the wave the zephyr flew ; 
And haply, though, my harsh touch faltering sliU, 
Butmock'dall tune, and marr'd the dancer's skiU; 
Tet would the village.praise my wondroas power. 
And dance, forgetful of the noontide hour. 
Alike all ages : damea of ancient days 
Have led their children, thro' the mirthful maze ; 
And the gay grandsire, skili'd in gestic lore, 
Has frisk'd beneath the burthen of threescore. 

So blest a life these thoughtless realms display, 
Thus idly busy rolls their world away: 
Theirs are those arts that mind to mind endear, 
For honour forms the social temper here : 
Honour, that praise which real merit gains, 
Or even imaginary worth obtains, 
Here passes current; paid from hand to hand, 
It shifts in splendid traffic round the land ; 
From courts, to camps, to eottagea it strays, 
And all are taught an avarice of praise : 
They please, are pleas'd, they give to get esteem, 
Till, seeming blest, they grow to what they seem. 
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But while lliia softer art their hliss supplies, 
It gives their follies also room to rise; 
For praise too dearly lov'd, or warmly sought, 
Enfeebles all internal strength of thought: 
And the weak soul, within itself unblesl. 
Leans for all pleasure on another's hreast. 
Hence ostentation here, with tawdry art, 
Pants for the vulgar praise which fools impart; 
Here vanity assumes her pert grimace, 
And trims her rohes of frieze with copper lace. 
Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 
To boast one splendid banquet once a year; 
The mind still turns where shifting fashion draws, 
Nor weighs the solid worth of self-applause. 

To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
Embosom'd in the deep where Holland lies. 
Methinka her patient sons before me stand, 
Where the broad ocean leans against the land, " 
And, sedulous to stop the coming tide, 
Lii^ the tall rampire's artificial pride. 
Onward methinks, and diligently slow. 
The firm connected bulwark seems to grow. 
Spreads its long arms amidst the watery roar, 
Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore. 



H V. SK-tH Theb. iv. 62-. 'Btterris 


maria inolLnata repellit,' 


And DryrftB. Annas. Miriih. at. olsii 




' Aod Tien the ooean leaain 


g 0,1 the sky.' 


'Beat his breast agaicsb the bro 


ad wiTe.' — Ci!. 0/ tke 


World, il. 101. 
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"While the pent ocean, rising o'er the pile, 
Sees an amphibious world beneath him smile ; 
The slow canal, the yellow-blossom'd vale, 
The wiJlow-tufted bank, the gliding sail, 
The crowded mart, the cultivated plain, 
^ A new creation rescued iVora his reign. 

Thus, while around the wave-subjected soil 
Impels the native to repeated toil, 
Industrious habits in each bosom reign, 
And industry begets a love of gain. 
Hence all the good from, opulence that springs. 
With all those ilia superfluous treasure brings. 
Are here display'd. Their much lov'd wealth im- 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts ; [parts 
But, view them closer, crail and fraud appear ; 
"Even liberty itself is barter'd here. 
At gold's superior charms aU. freedom flies. 
The needy sell it, and the rich man buys. 
**A land of tyrants, ai^d a den of slaves. 
Here wretches seek dishonourable graves. 
And calmly bent, to servitude conform. 
Dull as their lakes that slumber in the storm. 

'^ A ncuj] ■ Hulland eeems to be a conqueet upon ibe sea, 
and in B mnuner rescued from ita boaom.' 

Goid. An. Nut. i. p. 276. 
15 Evealiberry'i Slavery wos permitted in Holland ; cMldreu 

» A nation once famous for setting the world an ezaraple 

of freedom ia now become n land of tyraMe and a den of staua.' 

Cil. of the World, i. p. 1«; 
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Heavens 1 how unlike their Belgic sires of old I 
Eough, poor, content, ungovernably hold ; 
War in each breast, and freedom on each brow ; 
How much unlike tie sons of Britain now I 

Fir'd at the sound, my genius spreads her wing, 
'" And flies where Britain courts the western 

spring ; 
Where lawns extend-that scorn Arcadian pride, 
And brighter streams than fam'd Hydaspes glide. 
There all around the gentlest breezes stray, 
There gentle music melts on every spray; 
Creation's mildest charms are there comhin'd, 
Extremes are only in the master's mind! 
Stem o'er each bosom reason holds her state 
With daring aims irregularly great ; 
Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 
I see the lords of human kind pass by ; 
Intent on high designs, a thoughtful band, 
By forms unfashion'd, fresji from nature's hand. 
Fierce in tlieir native hardiness of soul. 
True to imagin'd right, above control, — 
While even the peasant boasts these rights to scan. 
And learns to venerate himself as man. 

IS So in the Cit. of the World, ii. p. 196, in prajae of Bri- 
toin. 'Yet from the rerniil aortneas of tba air, the Terdure 
of the fields, the tranapareney of the streams, and the beauty 
of the women; here love might sport among painted lawns 
and w&rblhig groves, and carol upon gales wafting at onoe 
both fragrance and harmony.* 
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Thine, Freedom, thine the blessings pictur'd here, 
Thine are those charms that dazzle and endeaT ; 
Too hlest, indeed, were such without alloy; 
But, foster'd even by freedom, ills annoy: 
That independence Britons prize too high, 
Keeps man from man, and breaks the social tie ; 
The self-dependent lordlings stand alone, 
AH claims that bind and sweeten life uuknown; 
Here, by the bonds of nature feebly held. 
Minds combat minds, repelling and repell'd ; 
"Ferments arise, imprison'd factions roar, 
Eeprest ambition struggles round her shore; 
Till, over-wrought, the general system feels 
Its motions stop, or frenzy fire the wheels. 

Nor this the worst. As nature's ties decay, 
As duty, love, and honour fail to sway, 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law. 
Still gather strength, and force unwilling awe. 
Hence all obedience bows to these alone. 
And talent sinks, and merit weeps unknown ; 
Tilltimemay come, when, stript of all her charms, 
The land of scholars, and the nurse of arms, 
"Where noble stems transmit the patriot tlame. 
Where kings have toil'd and poets wrote for fame 

'B 'It is extremely diScalt to induce a number of free 
beinga to co-operate for Ibeir mntuat beneSts: ccer; possible 
nivantage will necesBarilj be Bonght, and everj attempt to 
procure it most be attended with a new fermentaUoc.' 

Cil. of Ihe WiiTld, ii. 228 
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One sink of level avarice slial! lie, 

And scholars, soldiers, kings, unhonour'd die. 

Tet think not, thus when freedom's ills I state, 
" I mean to flatter kings, or court the great : 
Ye powers of truth, that bid my soul aspire, 
Far from my hosom drive the low desire ; 
And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to feel 
The rabble's rage, and tyrant's angry steel; 
Thou transitory flower, alike undone 
By proud contempt, or favour's fostering sun. 
Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endure 
I only would repress them to secure ; 
For just experience tells, in every soil. 
That those who think must govern those that 

toil; 
And all that freedom's highest aims can reach. 
Is but to lay proportion'd loads on each. 
Hence, should one order disproportion'd grow. 
Its double weight must ruin all below. 

then how blind to all that truth requires, 
Who think it freedom when a part aspires! 
Calm is my soul, nor apt to rise in arms, 
Except when fast approaching danger warms; 

W ' In thfl tilings I huve hitherto Trritttn, I have nelthar 
atlnred the Tanity oC the great bj flatter;, Dor Bsdafied thd 
mulignit; of the vulgu b; scandal; bnt hare endea^'oured to 
gt^l on honest repnlatioD by liberal pursuits.' 

V. pTff. (0 Eng. Hklory, p. 39a. 



«jhy Google 



OF GOLDSMITH. 25 

But when contending chiefs blockade the throne, 
•* Contracting regal power to stretch their own j 
When I behold a factious band agree 
To call it freedom when themselves are free; 
Each wanton judge new penal statutes draw, 
" Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law ; 
The wealth of climes, where savage nations roam, 
Pillag'd from slaves to purcbaae slaves at home ; 
Fear, pity, justice, indignation, start, 
Tear off reserve, and bare my swelling heart; 
Till, half a patriot, half a coward grown, 
"I fly from petty tyrants to the throne. 

Yes, Brother, curse with me that baleful hour, 
When first ambition struck at regal power; 

^ ' It is not jet decided in politli;!, nhetliGr the dirainuttoii 
f tl glj poner in Eiig1]Uid tends to incrouae the happiDeaa or 
f e«d m f the people. For m; own pal, from seeing the 
bad fl t> f the tyranny of the great in those republican 
t t h t pretend to be free, I cannot help nisliing that our 
m h m y Btill be allowed to enjoy tte power of control- 

ling th uachmentB of the great at home.' 

Goldimitk'i Ft-c/. Io Hhl. 0/ Ei^sland. 

• It is the interest of the great lo diminish liingly poiier aa 
much as possible.' — Rs. of Wake/, p. 101. 

IS 'What they may then eipeet may he seen by tnrning 
our eyes lo Holland, Senoa, or Venice, where the laws govan 
the jMr, and the rich govern the law.' ^ Vic. of Wokif. csii. 

' There was a time even hare when titles softened the rigour 
otihe law-, when dignified irretcbea were suffered to lire.' 

Cil. of the World, i, 162. 

* I finl ' Marriage may all these pciii; tyrijUs chase.' 
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And thus polluting honour in its source, 
Gave wealth to sway the mind with double force, 
Have we not seen, round Britain's peopled shore, 
Her useful sons exchannfd for useless ore? 
Seen all her triumphs but destruction haste, 
Like flaring tapers brightening as they waste ; 
Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain. 
Lead stem depopulation in her train, 
And over fields where scatter'd hamlets rose, 
In barren, solitary pomp repose? 
Have we not seen, at pleasure's lordly call. 
The smiling, long frequented Tillage fall? 
Beheld the duteous son, the sire decay'd, 
The modest matron, and the blushing maid, 
Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train, 
To traverse climes beyond fJie western main; 
'^ Where wild Oswego spreads lier swamps around, 
And Niagara stuns with thundering sound? 

Even now, perhaps, as there some pilgrim strays 
^ Thro' tangled forests, and thro' dangerous ways ; 
^ Where beasts with man divided empire claim, 
And the hrown Indian marks with murderous aim ; 

a Where mid] 



Goldamitli's Thrtnodia Augnstola, 
«S Thrimsb langhdl • Tha foreata are dark nnd tangled.' 

An. Nal. TOl. i. p. 400. 
23 Wkmbeasis] 'Where mania his savage state owns inft. 
lior BUength, and the beasts nMm divided dominion.' 

Gold. An. Nat. vol. ii. p. 9, 12. 
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There, while above the giddy tempest flies, 

And all around distressful yells arise, 

The pensive exile, bending with his woe, 

To stop too fearful, and too faiDt to go, 

Casta a long look where England's glories shine, 

And bids his bosom sympathize with mine. 

Vain, very vain, my weary search to find 
That bliss which only centres in the mind : 
Why have I atray'd from pleasure and repose, 
To seek a good each government bestows? 
'"In every government, though terrors reign, 
Though tyrant kings or tyrant laws restrain, 
How small of all that human hearts endure, 
That part which laws or kings can cause or curel 
StUl to ourselves in every place consiga'd, 
Our own felicity we make or find : 
With secret course, which no loud storms annoy, 
Glides tlie smooth current of domestic joy, 
** The lifted axe, the agonizing wheel. 



^ £i ewrjr] ' Emy miad Eeems oapable of enterUdiiiag a 
oertaia qunntit; of tmppiDeaE. «liicb no constitnUona can in- 
Dtease, no circnmstiuices alter, and entirel; iudepeiideat on 
fortune.' — Cil. of Ihi World, I. p. 185. 



• Some the sharp lae 


,and 


some the panful nheel 


r, p. 76. 


'The lifted aie.> 


.;. 


Blackmore's 


K.. AnkuT, 


p. 220. 


• Wiien Kith Lei: liflei 


ioic 


proud Martha stood.' 
V. Slate Poems, Tol. ii. 


p.32B. 
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^'^ Luke's iron crown, and Damiens'*' bed of steel, 
To men remote from power but rarely known, 
Leave reason, faith, and con s den ce, all our own.'* 

* George and Luke Dosa wers two brothers wlio headad 
an unanecessful reTolt agdnst the Hungarian nobles at the 
opening of the sixteenth centnry; and Gaorge (not Luke) 
underwent tlie torture of the rad-hot iron-crown, as a punish- 
ment for allowing himself to be proclMmed king of Hungary, 
16ia,bytharebel]ioo8 peasants.— See Koijf-apftie Vaiveraeile, 
si. 604, The two brothers belonged lo one of the native 
races of TranajlTania, called Saecklers or Zeoklers.— FoRS- 
ter'h GoldiiitWi, i. 3B6, (ed. 1854.)— ?■ C. 

^ Robert Franfoia Dainians was pnt to deatb with revolt- 
ing barbarity, in the year 1J67, for an attempt to aaaassinate 
Louis XV. P. C. 

ss Dr. Johnson, being questioned by Boswell, avowed the 
authorship of the ten concluding verses of The Traveller, 
{excepting the last couplet but one,) and also of the «Otli 

" To stop too fearful, and too famt to go,"— C. 
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THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 

A POEM. 



" ine Deaerted Village, aPoem by Dr. Goldsmith : London; 
Printed for W. Griffin, at Gamcb's Head, in Catherine Street, 
Strand, 1770," 4to, was Brat published in May, 1770, and ran 
tlmingh six editions in the same year in which it was first 
published. The price was 2s. The sum reoeiTed by Gold- 
Bmith for " The Deserted Village," is unltnowa.—CusiiiHCi- 
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DEDICATION. 



TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 

Dear Sir, — I can have no expectations, in an 
address of this kind, eitJier to add to your repu- 
tation, or to establish my own. You can gain 
nothing from my admiration, as I am ignorant of 
that art in which you are said to excel ; and I 
may lose much by the severity of your judgment, 
as few have a juster taste in poetry than you. 
Setting interest, therefore, aside, to which 1 never 
paid much attention, I must be indulged at present 
in following my affections. The only dedication 
I ever made was to my brother, because I loved 
him better than most other men. He is since 
dead. Permit me to inscribe this poem to 

How far you may be pleased with the versifica- 
tion, and mere mechanical parts of this attempt, 
I do not pretend U> enquire ; but I know you will 
object (and indeed several of our best and wisest 
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ftiends concur in the opinion), that the depopula- 
tion it deplores is nowhere to be seen, and the 
disorders it laments are only to be found in the 
poet's own imagination. To this I can scarce 
make any other answer than that I sincerely be- 
lieve what I have written ; that I have taken all 
possible jiains, in my country excursions, for these 
four or five years past, to be certain of what I 
allege ; and that all my views and enquiries have 
led me to believe those miseries real, which I 
here attempt to display. But this is not the place 
to enter into an enquiry, whether the country be 
depopulating or not ; the discussion would take 
up much room, and I should prove myself, at 
best, an indifferent politician, to tire the reader 
with a long prefaee, when I want his unfatigued 
attention to a long poem. 

In regretting the depopulation of the country, 
I inveigh against the increase of our luxuries; 
and here also I expect the shout of modem poli- 
ticians against me. For twenty or thirty years 
past, it has been the fashion to consider luxury 
as one of the greatest national advantages ; and 
all the wisdom of antiquity, in that particular, as 
erroneous. Still, however, I must remain a pro- 
fessed ancient oa that head, and continue to think 
those luxuries prejudicial to states by which so 
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many vices are introduced, and so many king- 
doms have been undone Indeed, so much has 
been poured out of late on the other side of the 
question, that, merely for the sake of novelty and 
variety, one would sometimes wish to be in the 
right. — I am, dear Sir 

Tour sincere Friend 

and ardent Admirer, 

Oliver Goldsmith. 



' Sir Josiina, Keynolds painted a, pardoularly fins picture la 
point of expression espeolallj, of Beeignation, and dedicated 
the print taken Ihim it to Br. Goldsmit!i, nith some lines 
nnder ib quoted from tho " Deserted Village." This seems to 
have been done b; Sir Joshna as a return of the campliment 
to Claldsmitb, nho had dedicated the poem to him.' — c. North- 
telt'a life of Eesnolii, p. 16G. 
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THE DESERTED TILLAGE. 



Sweet Auburn I loveliest village of the plain, 
Where health and plenty cheer'd the labouring 

ewain, 
Where smiling spring its earliest visit paid, 
And parting summer's lingering blooms delaj'd: 
Dear lovely bowers of innocence and ease, 
Seats of my youth, when every sport could please! 
How often have I loiter'd o'er thy green, 
Where humble happiness endear'd each scene! 
How often have I paus'd on every chann, 
The shelter'd cot, the cultivated farm. 
The never-filing brook, the busy mill. 
The decent church that topt the neighbouring 

hill, 
The hawthorn bush, with seats beneath the shade. 
For talicing age and whispering lovers made 1 
How often have I blest the coming day. 
When toil remitting lent its turn to play. 
And all the village train, from labour free, 
Led up their sports beneath the spreading tree; 
While many a pastime circled in the shade, 
The young contending as the old survey'd; 
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And many a gamliol froliok'd o'er the ground, 
And sleights of art and feats of strength went round ; 
And Btill, as each repeated pleasure tir'd, 
Succeeding sports the mirthful hand inspir'd ; 
The dancing pair tliat simply sought renown, 
By holding out, to tire each other down ; 
The swain mistrustless of his smutted face, 
While secret laughter titter'd round the place ; 
The bashful virgin's sidelong looks of love, 
The matron's glance that would those looks reprove : 
These were thy eharma, sweet village 1 sports like 

these, 
With sweet succession, taught e'en toil to please ; 
These round thy howers their cheerful influence 

shed, [are fled. 

These were thy charms, — but all these charms 

Sweet smiling village, loveliest of the lawn ! 
Thy sports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn ; 
Amidst thy bowers the tyrant's hand is seen, 
And desolation saddens all thy green; 
One only master grasps the whole domain, 
And half a tillage stints thy smiling plain ; 
No more thy glassy brook reflects the day. 
But, chok'd with sedges, works its weedy way; 
Along thy glades, a sohtary guest, 
' The hollow-sounding bittern guards its nest; 

1 7^ halliml "There is no touad eo diamall; boUon sa the 
booming of Uia bittern.' — Gold. An. Not. vi. p. 2. 
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Amidst fliy desert-walks the lapwing fiies. 
And tires their echoes with unvaried cries. 
Sunk are thy bowers in shapeleaa ruin all, 
And the long grass o'ertops the mouldering wall ; 
And, tremhling, shrinking from the spoiler's hand. 
Far, far away thy chiidrea leave the land. 

HI fares the land, to hastening ills a prey, 
^Where wealth accumulates, and men decay: 
' Princes and lords may flourish, or may fade ; 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made : 
But a bold peasantry, their country's pride. 
When once destroy'd, can never be supplied. 

A time there was, ere England's griefs began, 
When every rood of ground maintain'd its man ; 
For him light labour spread her wholesome store, 
Just gave what life required, hut gave no more : 

2 TVAffB] ' Wealth io all oommeroial etalea is foon^ to 
aoonmulate ; the verj laws may con tribute to tlie aocnmnla- 
tion of nenlth, ae when the natural ties tiiat bind the rioh 
and poor together are broken,' &c Vic.af Wakffield,-f.Wi. 

3 Princes] • VeaposianUB bene intelligit offitetoa qaidcm 
amieoa anos nit! iis qua ah ipso aeceporint, qiueqae ipsi 
accumulare, et la alios congerere promtum eat; Mftreellum 
autem eb Crispum attuliaee ad amiciUam anam qnod non a 
PtincipB aoceperint, neo aoclpl poasit.' 

Ot Cqm. Cot. Elo^. 0. viii. 
' A kynge maj spilie, a kjnge maj eaye, 
A kjnge may make a lotde a knave; 
And of a knave a lorde also.' 

Gowtr's Con/, ^iimtis, fol. 152. 
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His best companions, innocence and health.; 
And his best riches, ignorance of wealth. 

But times are alter'd : trade's unfeeling train 
Usurp the land, and dispossess the swain ; 
Along the lawn, where scatter'd hamlets rose. 
Unwieldy wealth and cumbrous pomp repose ; 
And every want to opulence allied, 
And every pang that folly pays to pride. 
Those gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 
* Those calm desires that ask'd but little room, 
Those healthful sports that grac'd the peaceful 

scene, 
Liv'd in each look, and brighten'd all the green ; 
These, far departing, seek a kinder shore, 
And rural mirth and manners are no more. 

Sweet Auburn ! parent of the blissful hour, 
Thy glades forlorn confess the tyrant's power. 
Here, as I take my solitary rounds. 
Amidst thy tangling walks and ruin'd grounds, 
And, many a year elaps'd, return to view 
Where once the cottage stood, the hawthorn grew, 
Keraembrance wakes, with all her busy train, 
Swells at my breast, and turns the past to pain. 

In all my wanderings round this world of care. 
In aS my griefs — and God has given my share — 

* Caim desiml • Qentie thoughts and calm drsires ! ' 
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I Still had hopes my latest hours to crown, 
Amidst these humble bowers to lay me down : 
To husband out life's taper at the close, 
And keep the flame from wasting by repose ; 
I Etill had hopes — for pride attends «3 still — 
Amidst the swains to show my book-learn'd skill. 
Around my fire an evening group to draw, 
And tell of all I felt, and all I saw ; 
And, as a hare, whom hounds and horns pursue, 
Pani.^ to the place from whence at first she flew, 
I still had hopes, my long vexations past, 
Here to return, — and die at home at last 

blest retirement ! friend to life's decline, 
Eetreat from care, that never miist be mine. 
How blest is he who crowns in shades like these 
A youth of labour with an age of ease ; 
Who quits a world where strong temptations try, 
*And, since 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly! 
For him no wretches, born to work and weep. 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep ; 
No surly porter stands in guilty state, 
To spurn imploring famine from the gate : 
But on he moves to meet his latter end. 
Angels around befriending virtue's friend ; 
Bends to the grave with unperceiv'd decay, 
"While Eesignation gently slopes the way ; 

* ' By alruggling with misfortunes, wa are sure to receive 
SomB wound in Che eonfllot: the only methoa to come off vic- 
tiiriuos i^ hy ronniog away.' — Th': Bre, p. 56. 
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And, all his prospects brightening to the last, 
His heaven commences ere the world be past. 



Sweet was the sound, when oft at evening's close 
Up yonder hill the village murmur rose ; 
There, as I past with careless steps and slow. 
The mingling notes came soften'd from below; 
The swain responsive as the milkmaid sung. 
The sober herd that low'd to meet their young; 
The noisy geese that gabbled o'er the pool, 
The playful children just let loose from school ; 
The watch-dog's voice that bay'd the whispering 

wind, 
And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant miuJ. 
These all in sweet confusion sought the shade, 
*And fiU'd each pause the nightingale had made. 
But now the sounds of populatioa fail, 
No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale, 
No busy steps the grass-grown footway tread. 
But all the bloomy flush of life is fled. 
All but yoa widow'd, solitary thing, 
That feebly bends beside the plashy spring ; 
She, wretched matron, forc'd in age, for bread, 
To strip the brook with mantling cresses spread, 
To pick her wintry fagot from the thorn, 
To seek her nightly shed, and weep till morn; 
She only left of all the harmless train, 
The sad historian of the pensive plain. 

's pausing song wonid be the 
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Near yonder copse, where once the garden smil'd, 
. And still where many a garden flower grows wild, 
There, where a few torn shruha the place disclose, 
The village preacher's modest mansion rose. 
A man he was to all the country dear. 
And passing rich with forty pounds a year ; 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 
Mor e'er had chan^d^nor wish'd to change, his 

place; 
Unpractis'd he to fawn, or seek for power, 
By doctrines fashion'd to tie varying hour; 
Far other aims his heart had learn'd to prize, 
More skill'd to raise the wretched thaji to rise. 
His house was known to all the vagrant train, 
He chid their wanderings, but reliev'd their pain ; 
The long-remember'd beggar was his guest, 
'Whose beard descending swept his aged breast; 
The ruin'd spendthrift, now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd; 
The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay, 
Sate by his fire, and lalk'd the night away ; 
Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done, 
Shoulder'd his crutch, and shew'd how fields were 

Pleas'd with his guests, the good man learn'd to 

glow. 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe : 

' Stay lilt mj beard shall sweep mine aged brenst.' 

H«I!'i S«,™, p. 7H, ed. Sioeer. 
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IS their merits or their faults to scan, 
His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve flie wretched was his pride, 
And even his failings lean'd to virtue's side ; 
But in his duty prompt at every call, 
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt for all ; 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries 
To tempt its new-fledg'd offspring to the skies, 
He tried each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 

Beside the bed where parting life was laid, 
And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns dismay'd. 
The reverend champion stood. At his control, 
Despair and anguish fled the struggling soul ; 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raise. 
And his last faltering accents whisper'd praise. 

At church, with meek and unaffected grace, 
* His looks adorn'd the venerable place ; 
^° Truth Irom his lips prevail'd with double sway, 
And fools, who came to scoff, remain'd to pray. 

8 ' Wont paas'd for morit, at her open door.' 

Srydin's Elegies, ii. p. 180. 
B ' His eyes diffused a venerabla grooe.' 

Drydfn's Gmd Parmn, iiL. 137. 

' For thuu o'en aln didst in such words nrray, 
Thnt soma who came boii ports, went out good play.' 
Jasp. JWajnie (o the Mem. o/ B. JonjoB. 
IP. HiclaUa' Cul. Poeoui, i. p. 256. 
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The service past, around the pious man, 
With steady zeal, each honest rustic ran ; 
Even children follow'd, with endearing wile. 
And pluck'd his gown, to share the good man's 

smile. 
His ready smile a parent's warmth exprest, 
Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares distrest ; 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs, were given, 
But all his serious thoughts had rest in heaven. 
"As some tall cliff that lifts its awful form. 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm, 

•As some tall tower, or loftj mountain's brow 
Detnina the Ban, iHuatiious from Its height, 

With damps and darkness drown (he spacioua vale, 
Philander thua nugustl; reors bis bead.' 

Young's Night Thoushla, b. U, 
And oompara (he following lines; — 

'Below yon see, involv'd in guilt and strife. 
The rnlgnr herd lug the gall'd load of life. 
While JOB on natore's highest summit sate, 
Unmov'd, regardleaa of the force of fate; 
Oljmpus thus the rage of heaven divides. 
While forkj lightning plaja around hla aides: 

Nor Etorma nor tompeat interrupt his ease. 
Insults the wreck, and higher rears hia head 
'Midst foaming delugea around him apread. 
Heara undiaturb'd deseanduig torcentB flow. 
And spurns the thunder aa it laya below.' 

Bp. Warlmnm's Traml. /ram Claudvm 
oji F. M. Thtodivu!. 
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Though round its breast the rolling clouds are 

spread, 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head. 

Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way, 
With blossom'd furze unprofitably gay, 
There, in his noisy mansion, skill'd to rule, 
The Tillage master taught his little school. 
A man severe he was, and stern to view ; 
I knew him well, and every truant knew; 
Well had the boding tremblers learn'd to trace 
The day's disasters in his morning fat^e; 
Full well they laugh'd, with counterfeited glee. 
At all his jokes, for many a joke had he ; 
Full well the busy whisper, circling round, 
Convey'd the dismal tidings when he frown'd 
Tet he was kind, or, if severe in aught, 
The love he bore to learning was in fault. 
The village all declar'd how much he knew ; 
'Twas certain he could write, and cipher too; 
Lands he could measure, terms and tides pre- 



And even the story ran that he could gauge ; 
In arguing, too, the parson own'd his skiD, 
For even though vanquish'd he could argue still; 
While words of learned length and thundering 

sound 
Amaz'd tlie gazing rustics rang'd around ; 
And still they gaa'd, and still the wonder grew. 
That one small head could carry all he knew. 
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But past is all his fame. The very spot, 
Where many a time he triumph'd, is forgot. 
Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high, 
Where ouce the sign-post caught the passing eye, 
Low lies that house where nut-hrown draughts 

inspir'd, 
Where gray-heard mirth and smiling toil retir'd, 
Where village state sme n talk'd with looks profou nd. 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
Imagination fondly stoops to trace 
The parlour splendours of that festive place : 
The whhewash'd wall, the nicely sanded floor. 
The vamish'd clock that click'd behind the door; 
The chest contriv'd a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day ; 
The pictures plac'd for ornament and use. 
The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose ; 
The hearth, except when winter chill'd the day. 
With aspen boughs, and flowers and fennel gay ; 
While broken teacups, wisely kept for show, 
Eang'd o'er the chimney, glisten'd in a row. 

Vain, transitory splendours ! could not all 
Reprieve the tottering mansion from its fall ? 
Obscure it sinks, nor shaU it more impart 
An hour's importance to the poor man's heart ; 
Thither no more the peasant shall repair 
To sweet oblivion of his dmly care 5 
No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale. 
No more the woodman's ballad shall prevail; 
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No more the smitli his dusky brow shall clear, 
Relax his ponderous strength, and lean to hear ; 
The host himaelf no longer shall be found 
Careful lo see the mantling bliss go round; 
Nor the coj maid, half willing to be prest, 
Shall kiss the cup to pass it to the rest. 

Yes ! let the rich deride, the proud disdain, 
These simple blessings of the lowly train ; 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
One native charm, than all the gloss of art. 
Spontaneous joys, where nature has its play, 
The soul adopts, and owns their first-bom sway ; 
Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 
Unenvied, unmolested, unconfin'd; 
But die long pomp, the midnight masquerade, 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth array'd, — 
In these, ere triflers half their wish obtain. 
The toiling pleasure sickens into pain; 
And, even while fashion's brightest arts decoy, 
The heart, distrusting, asks if this he joy. 

Te friends to truth, ye statesmen, who suryey 
The rich man's joys increase, the poor's decay, 
'Tis yours to judge, how wide the limits stand 
*^ Between a splendid and a happy land. 
Proud swells the tide with loads of freighted ore, 

12 • Too mueh commerce may injure n nation as well aa Uio 
littlo ; aod there ia a wids difference between a conquering 
andftfloufishing empire.' — Ci(.D/t& iV<>,id,i. »S. 
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And shouting Folly hails them from her shore ; 
Hoardfl e'en beyond the miser's wish abound, 
And rict men flock from all the world around. 
Yet count our gains. This wealth is but a name. 
That leaves our useful products still the same, 
Is'ot ao the loss. The man of wealth and pride 
** Takes up a space that many poor supplied ; 
Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds, 
Space for his horses, equipage, and hounds: 
The robe that wraps his limbs in silken sloth 
Has robb'd the neighbouring fields of half their 

growth ; 
His seat, where solitary sports are seen. 
Indignant spurns the cottage from the greeu; 
Around the world each needful product flies, 
For all the luxuries the world supplies: 
"While thus tlie land, adom'd for pleasure all, 
lu barren splendour feebly waits the fall. 

" As some fair female, unadorn'd and plain, 
Secure to please while youth confirms her reign, 
Slights every borrow'd charm that dress supplies, 
Nor shares with art the triumph of her eyes ; 

W Takes'] 'Abatulerat miseris teotasnperbiiaager.' 

Miirtial, Ep. 1, S, 3. 
1' • Veil'd in a simple robe, their best attire. 
Beyond tbe pomp of dresEj for loveliness 
Heeda not the foreign aid of ornament, 
BM is, when unadorn'd, odorn'd ihe most.' 

Tlwmsm, Autamn, 1. 102. 
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Eiit when those charms are past, — for charms 

are frail, — 
When time advances, and when lovers fail, 
She then shines forth, solicitous to hleas, 
In aU the glaring impotence of dress : 
Thus fares the land, by luxury betray'd, 
In nature's simplest charms at first arra/d; 
But, verging to decline, its splendours rise, 
Its vislas strike, its palaces surprise; 
"Wliile, scourged by famine from the smiling land. 
The mournful peasant leads his humh]e band ; 
'* And while he sinks, without one arm to save. 
The country blooms — a garden and a grave. 

Where then, ah where, shall poverty reside. 
To 'scape the pressure of contiguous pride? 
If to some common's fenceless limits stray'd. 
He drives Lis flock to pick the scanty blade, 
Those fenceless fields the sons of wealth divide. 
And even the bare-worn common is denied. 
If to the city sped, what waits him there? 
'° To see profusion that he must not share ; 
To see ten thousand baneful arts combin'd 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 
To see those joys the sons of pleasure know 
Extorted from his fellow-creature's woe. 

l' And wSiif] ' Sinks the poor babe, without a hand to save.' 
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Here while the courtier glitters lu hroeade, 
There the pale artist plies the sickly trade ; 
Here while the proud their long-drawn pomps 

display, 
There the hlack gibhet glooms beside the way. 
The dome where Pleasure holds hermidnight reign, 
Here, richly deck'd, admits the gorgeous train ; 
Tumultuous grandeur crowds the biasing square, 
The rattling chariots dash, the torches glare. 
Sure scenes like these no troubles e'er annoy ! 
Sure these denote one universal joy ! [eyes 

Are these thy serious thoughts? Ah! turn thine 
" Where the poor houseless shivering female lies. 
She once, perhaps, in village plenty hlest, 
Has wept at tales of innocence distrest ; 
Her modest looks the cottage might adorn, 
Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the thorn: 
Now lost to all, her friends, her virtue fled. 
Near her betrayer's door she lays her head, 
And, pineh'd with cold, and shrinking from the 

shower, 
With heavy heart deplores that luckless hour. 
When idly first; ambitious of the town. 
She left her wheel, and robes of country brown. 

IT I These poor shivering femalea havo ones seen hftppiep 
days, and heen ilatt*rod into tieautj. They hnve been proaH- 
tuted to the gay and Inxurions villain, and now turned out to 
meet tho severity of the vrintcr. Perhaps now lying at the 
doors of their betrayers, they sue to -wretchBa whose hcarta 
are ioianaihle.' — Cil. -f the World, ii. 111. See also Thi 
Bee. The Viiy Nighl Piece, p. 116. 
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Do thine, sweet Auburn, thine, the loveliest 

Do thy fair tribes participate her pain? 
Even now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led. 
At proud men's doors they ask a little bread. 

Ah, no ! To distjmt climes, a dreary scene, 
Where half the convex world intrudes between, 
Through torrid tracts with fainting steps they go, 
Where wild Altania* murmurs to their woe. 
Far different there from all that charm'd before, 
The various terrors of that horrid shore : 
Those blazing suns that dart a downward ray, 
And fiercely shed intolerable day ; 
Those matted woods where birds forget to sing, 
But Bileiit bats in drowsy clusters cling ; 
Thosepois'nous fields withrankluxuriance crow n'd, 
Where the dark scorpion gathers death around ; 
Where at each step the stranger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful snake ; 
^' Where crouching tigers wait their hapless prey, 
And savage men more murderous still fban they ; 
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 
Mingling the ravag'd landscape with the skies. 
Far different these from every former scene, 
The cooling brook, the grassy-vested green, 

• [The Altamnlia, in Georsiii, is referred to.] 

'S ' To Bavnge beasts who on tlie weoker'prej'. 

Or human savages more wild than they ! ' 

Sir F. Temple, o. Nickollf Poem, ii. 80, 
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The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 
■" That only shelter'd thefts of harmless love 

Good Heaven ! what sorrows gloom'd that part- 
ing day 
That call'd them from their native walks away; 
When the poor exiles, every pleasure past, 
"Hung roond the bowers, and fondly look'd their 

last, 
And look a long farewell, and wish'd in vain 
For seats like these beyond the western main ; 
And, shuddering still to face the distant deep, 
Ketum'd and wept, and still retum'd to weep ! 
"The good old sire the first prepar'd to go 
To new-found worlds, and wept for others' woe ; 
But for himself, in conscious virtue brave. 
He only wish'd for worlds beyond the grave. 

Onlj relieve tie teala, and cover loveE, 
Sheltering no other thefts or oruelties.' 

' Often in araoron! thefts of lawless love! ' 

V. McMIs' Poems, ii. 278. 

20 Compaie QaJnailianl Dtclam. xiii. p. 272. 'Qnod oives 
paseebat, nuoc divitia usiaa hortna est. ^quatCD Eolo viltce, 
et esoiaa pattia sacra, et cum ooiijugibus, parvisque liberis, 
respeotantes patrium larem migraverunt veteres coloni,' Ac. 

21 good old airf] < The good old sire! ' 

V. Dryden'i Ovid, vol. iii. p. 303. 
And, ' The good old sirt, unconscious of decay ! 

The modest matron clad in homespun gray.' 

1 Thi-nii>d. Aupist, 
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Hja lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 
The fond companion of Ua helpless years, 
Silent went next, neglectful of her charms, 
And left a lover's for a father's arms. 
With louder plaints the mother spoke her woes,. 
And bless'd the cot where every pleasure rose ; 
And kiss'd her thoughtless babes with many a tear, 
And clasp'd them dose, in sorrow doubly dear ; 
, Whilst her fond husband strove to lend relief 
In aU the silent manliness of grief. 

Luxury ! thou curst by Heaven's decree. 
How ill exchang'd are things like these for thee ! 
How do thy potions, with insidious joy, 
Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy I 
Kingdoms by thee, to sickly greatness grown, 
Boast of a florid vigoiir not their own. 
At every draught more large and large they grow, 
A bloated mass of rank unwieldy woe ; 
Till sapp'd their strength, and every part unsound, 
Down, down they sink, and spread a ruin round. 

Even now the devastation is begun, 
And half the business of destructiou done; 
Even now, methinks, aa pondering here I stand, 
I see the rural virtues leave the land. 
Down where yon anchoring vessel spreads the sail 
That idly waiting flaps with every gale. 
Downward they morepa melancHSly--hand, 
Pass from the shore, and darken all the strand. 
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Contented foO, and hospitable care, 
And kind connubial tenderness, are there j 
And piety with wishes plac'd above, 
And steady loyalty, and faithful love. 
And thou, sweet Poetry, thou loveliest maid, 
Still first to fly where sensual joys invade ; 
Unfit, in these degenerate times of shame, 
To catch the heart, or strike for honest fame; 
Dear charming nymph, neglected and decried. 
My shame in crowds, my solitary pride ; 
Thou source of all my bliss and aE my woe. 
That found'st me poor at first, and keep'st me so ; 
Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel. 
Thou nurse of every virtue, fare thee well I 
Farewell ; and oh ! where'er thy voice be tried, 
On Torno's cliffs, or Parabamarca'a side,^ 
Whether where equinoctial fervours glow. 
Or winter wraps the polar world in snow. 
Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 
Redress the rigours of the inclement clime ; 
Aid aUghted truth with thy persuasive strain; 
Teach erring man to spum the rage of gain ; 
Teach him, that states of native strength possest. 
Though very poor, may still be very blest ; 
That trade's proud empire hastes to swift decay. 
As ocean sweeps the labour'd mole away ; 

« The river Tomoa 6IIa into the Gulf of Botlinia. Pam 
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While self-dependent power can time defy, 
As rocks resist the billows and the skj-.'° 

^ " Dr. Johnaon favoured me at the same time by marking 
tlie lines which he furnished to GoMsmith's Deserted Village, 
H-hich are only the last four." Boswell, by Oroker, p. 174. — 
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EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 
(THE HEEMIT.) 

A BALLAD. 



■■ Written 1764, and priTdlely prinfad the same year, ' for 
tliB amuBemenl of the Countess of Northumberland,'— and 
first published in 1T66, in The Vicar of Waltafield, vol. i. pp. 
JO-77. The lest here given is that of The Vioar of Wakefield, 
oompared with the poem as printed by Goldsmith in 1767, in 
his Foams for Young Ladies, and the edition of GoldBinith'a 
Miscellaueoas Works, pubJiehed in lEDl, under the unfc 
knoirledged superintendence of Bishop Perry."— Cdnnino- 
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THE FOLLOWING LETTER, 



Sir, — As there is notliing I dislike so much aa 
newspaper controversy, particularly upon trifles, 
permit me to be as concise as possible in informing 
a correspondent of yours, that I recommended 
Blainvillc's Travels, because I thought the book 
vfas a good one ; and I think so still. I said, 
1 was lold by the bookseller that it was then 
first published ; but in that, it seems, I was mis- 
informed, and my reading was not extensive 
enough to set me right. 

Another correspondent of yours accuses me of 
having taken a ballad, I published some time 
ago, from one ' by the ingenious Mr, Percy. I 
do not think there is any great resemblance be- 
tween the two pieces in question. If there be 
any, his ballad is taken from mine. I read it to 
Mr. Percy some years ago ; and he (as we both 

1 'The Friar of Orders Gray.' — Rc!i).o/Jnc.Pifll.^,Tol. 
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considered these things as trifles at best) told me 
with his usual good humour, the next time I saw 
him, that he had taken my plan to form the frag- 
ments of Shakespeare into a ballad of his own. 
He then read me his little Cento, if I may so call 
it, and I highly approved it. Such petty anec- 
dotes as these are scarcely worth printing; and, 
were it not for the busy disposition of some of 
your correspondents, the public should never have 
known that he owes me the hint of his ballad, or 
that I am obliged to his friendship and learning 
for communications of a much more important 
nature. 

I am, Sir, yours, &c. 

Olivek GoIiD smith. 
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EDWIN AND ANGELINA.! 



' Tdkn, gentle Hermit of the dale, 
And guide my lonely way 
To where yon taper cheers the vale 
With hospitable ray. 

' For here forlorn and lost I tread, 
With fainting steps and slow ; 
Where wilda, immeasurably spread, 
Seem lengthening as I go.' 

* Forbear, my son,' the Hermit cries, 
'To tempt the dangerous gloom ; 
For yonder faitjilesa pliantom flies 
To lure thee to thy doom. 

' Here to the houseless child of want 
My door is open still ; 
And though my portion is but scant, 
I give it with good will. 

' Then turn to-night, and freely share 
Whate'er my cell bestows; 
My rushy couch and frugal fare, 
My blessing and repose. 

1 See llie Vicar of Wakefield, cap. riii. 
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' No flocks that range the valley free 
To slaughter I condemn ; 
Taught hy that Power that pities me, 
I learn to pity them : 

' But from the mountain's grassy side 
A guihless feast I bring; 
A scrip with herbs and fruits supplied, 
And water from the spring, 

' Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego j 
All earth-bom cares are wrong : 
'Man wants but little here below, 
Mor wants that little long.' 

Soft as the dew from heaven descends, 

His gentle accents fell : 
The modest stranger lowly bends. 

And follows to the cell. 

Far in a wilderness obscure 

The lonely mansion lay ; 
A refuge to the neighbouring poor. 

And strangers led astray. 

No stores beneath its humble thatch 
Kequir'd a maater'a care : 

2 " The running brooi, the herbs of the field, can amply 
satiBfy nature i man wants but littls, nor that little long."— 
Ifte aHztaofOie tTorirf, Letter Ixvii.— P. C. 

' Man want! but little, nor that little long.' 

Yomig's Night 4th. 
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The wicket, opening with a latch, 
Eeceiv'd the harmless pwr. 

And now, when busy crowds retire 
To take their evening rest, 

The Hermit trimm'd hia little fire, 
And eheer'd his pensive guest ; 

And spread his vegetable store, 
And gaily prest and smil'd ; 

And, Bkill'd in legendary lore, 
The lingeriDg hours beguil'd. 

Around, in sympathetic mirth. 

Its tricks the kitten tries; 
The cricket chirrups in the hearth; 

The crackling fagot flies. 

But nolhing could a charm impart 
To soothe the stranger's woe ; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 

His risiag cares the Hermit spied, 
With answering care opprest: 
'And whence, unhappy youth,' he cried, 
' The sorrows of thy breast? 

' From better habitations spum'd, 
Reluctant dost thou rove ? 
Or grieve for friendship unretum'd, 
Or unregarded love ? 
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' Alas ! the joys that fortune brings 
Are trifling, and decay ; 
And those who prize the paltry things, 
More t riflin g still than they. 

' And what ia friendship hut a name, 
A charm that lulls to sleep ; 
A shade that follows wealth or fame, 
But leaves the wretch to weep ? 

' And lore is still an emptier sound, 

The modern fair-one's jest ; 

On earth tinseen, or only found 

To warm the turtle's nest. 

' For shame, fond youth ! thy sorrows hush, 
And spurn the sex/ he said ; 
But, while he spoke, a rising hlush 
His lovelorn guest betray'd. 

Surpria'd, he sees new beauties rise, 

Swift mantling to the view ; 
Like colours o'er the morning skies. 

As bright, as transient too. 

The bashful look, the rising breast, 

Alternate spread alarms ; 
The lovely stranger stands confest 

A maid in all her cbanns. 



«jhy Google 



OF GOLDSMITH. 

' And, all! forgive a stranger rude, 
A wretch forlorn,' she cried ; 

' Whose feet unhallow'd thus intrude 
Wiere heaven and you reside. 

' But let a maid thy pity share, 
Whom love has taught to stray ; 
Who seeks for rest, but finds despair 
Companion of her way. 

' My father liv'd beside the T3Tie, 
A wealthy lord was he, 
And all his wealth was mark'd as mine; 
He had but only me. 

' To win me from his tender arms, 
Unnumber'd suitors came ; 
Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 
And felt, or feign'd, a flame. 

' Each hour a mercenary crowd 
With richest proffers strove ; 
Among the rest young Edwin bow'd, 
But never talk'd of love. 

* In humble, simplest habit clad, 
No wealth or power had he; 
Wisdom and worth were all he had. 
But these were all to me. 
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' 'And when beside me in the dale 
He caroU'd lays of love, 
His breath lent fragrance to the gale, 
And music to the grove, 

' The blossom opening to the day, 
Tlie dews of heaven refln'd. 
Could nought of purity display 
To emulate his mind. 

' The dew, the blossom on the tree, 
With charms inconstant shine ; 
Their charms were his, but, woe to me 
Their constancy was mine. 

' For still I tried each fickle art, 
Importunate and vain ; 
And while his passioa touch'd my heart, 
Z triumph'd in his pain : 

' Till, quite dejected with my scom. 
He left me to my pride ; 
And sought a solitude forlorn. 
In secret, where he died. 

* But mine the sorrow, mine the fault, 
And well my life shall pay; 
I'll seek the solitude he sought, 
And stretch me where he lay. 
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OF GOLDSMIllI. 

' And there forlorn, despairing, hid, 
I'll lay me down and die ; 
'Twas so for me that Edwin did, 
Afld so for him will I.' 

' Forbid it. Heaven ! ' the Hermit cried, 
And clasp'd h.er to his breast : 
The wondering fair one tum'd to chide, - 
Twas Edwin's self that prest. 

' Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 
My charmer, turn to see 
Thy own, thy long-lost Edwin here, 
Eestor'd to love and thee. 

' Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
And every care resign : 
And shall we never, never part, 
My life — my all that's mine ? 

* No, never from this hour to part, 
"We'll live and love so true : 
The sigh that rends thy constant heart 
Shall break thy Edwin's too.' 
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THE POEMS 
il pus quclquu chaumi^e. 



Percer I'ombra da la m 
'Moa fila,' dit le eolilBiie, 



Le voyagenr attendri, 
0n Bacret penchant I'attlrB 

Vera la bienfaiaant abri; 
Un Wit da ehiume le couvre, 

Et I'hermite liospilalior 
Pause au loqnet qui lea oniie 

L'humblB porte du fojar. 
Davant lui son chieo folitre, 

El parlage sa gait£; 
Le grillau chante daos I'atie, 

Etinoelant do elart^. 
Malshelae! Hen n'a de charmec 

Four son bote malheureuii 
Rion no pout tonir les larmes 

Qui B'fobappeut do ess ;eui. 
LTiarmilc Toit aa triataaae, 

Bt voudroit la soulager, 
D'ofl vieutl'eunui qui te proBse^' 

Dlt-il au jeune stranger. 
•Est-co uno amltl^ Uiihie, 

EalrCe an amour d^di^gnil 

Qui te rende infortunil 
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OP GOLDSMITH. 

' H^laa! toua laa biena dn monde 
Sont peu dignes de noa v(sui; 
Et riDsecis6 qui e'en oonfonde 
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Rumoud, eana bieu, sans emi 
H'dTOit qu'nii occur pour fortui 

Mttia ee oteur fut lout i mol. 
Ias da mon ingratitufle, 

II me quitte pour Wujonra, 
Et dajia une soiitudo 

n alia finir ECS jours. 
• Midn tenant deaesp^rie, 

Vlctitoe d'un Eol orgueil, 
Je m'ea vais dona la oonMe 

Qui roDroFme son ceroueil ; 
U Ja Q'»i plna d'antre envie 

Quo do monrir k acs pieds, 
Payant des jours da ma vie 

'Noo, non,' dit Raimond lui-mfii 

N'a point anbi le trepas. 
Eegarde, mon Angelinel 

Cher objeot de mos regrets, 
Eegarde, OfiUedivinn! 



n no taut plus joua quittor; 

Qu'un Mul tripas aoit k nulrei 

Qu'aurona nous k regretler .'' 
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HAUNCH OF VENI80K. 

A POETICAL EPISTLE TO LORD GLARE, 



" The Haunch of Venison," written, it is believed, in 1771, 
was first putplishadiii 1778, two years after Goldsmith's death. 
It is here printed from the second edition, 1776, containing 
ten additional lines and numerous emendations, said to be 
taken from tlie htl transcript of its author. — CnimuiGaAU. 
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" The leading idea of 'Haunch of Venison' is taken from 
Boileau'a third Satire, (which itself was no doubt suggested 
by Horace's raillery of the banquet of Sasldieims;) and two 
OT three of the passages which one would i prisri have pro- 
nounced the most original and natni'nl, are closely copied 
from the French poet." — Ceokkr. 
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THE HAUNCH OF VENISON 

Thanks, my lord, for your venison, for finer or 

Never rang'd ia a forest, or smok'd in a platter; 
The haunch was a picture for painters to study, 
"The fat was so white, and the lean waa so ruddy ; 
Though my stomach was sharp, I could scarce help 

regretthig 
To spoil such a delicate picture by eating ; 
I had thoughts, in my chambers to place it in view, 
To be shown to my friends m a piece of virtii ; 
As m some Irish houses, where things are so-so. 
One gammon of bacon hangs up for a show ; 
But, for eating a rasher of what they take pride in. 
They'd 3S soon think of eating the pan it is fried in. 
But hold, — let me pause, — don't I hear you pro- 
nounce. 
This tale of the bacon a damnable bounce ? 
Well, suppose it a bounce — sure a poet may try. 
By a bounce, now and then, to get courage to fly. 
But, my lord, it's no bounce ; I protest in my turn 
It's a truth, and your lordship may ask Mr. Byrne.' 

i Lord Clftra's nephew. 
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To go on with my tale : as I gaz'd on the haunch, 
I thought of a friend that was trusty and staunch, 
So I cut it, and aent it to Reynolds undrest, 
To paint it, or eat it, just as he lik'd best 
Of the neck and the breast I had next to dispose ; 
'Twas a neck and a breast that might rival Monroe's : 
But in parting with these I was puzzled again. 
With the how, and the who, and the where, and 

the when. 
"■ There's Howard, and Coiey,and H — rth,andHiff, 
I think they love venison — I know they love beef. 
There's my countryman Higgins — oh! let him 

For making a blunder, or picking a bone. 
But hang it — to poets 'who seldom can eat, 
Your very good mutton 's a very good treat; 
Such dainties to them "their health it might hurt. 
It's like sending them ruffles, when wanting a shirt; 

While thus I debated, in reverie center'd 
An acquaintance, a friend aa he call'd himself, 

enter'd ; 
' Au under-bred, fine spoken fellow was he. 
And he smil'd as he look'd at the venison and me. 
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'What Lave we got here? "Why, this is good eatingi 
Tour own, I suppose — or is it in waiting?' 
'Why, whose should it be?' cried I with a flounce: 
' I get these things often ; ' — but that was a bounce : 
'Some lords, my acquaintance, that setUethenation, 
Are pleas'd to be land — but I hate ostentation.' 

'If Itat he the case, then,' cried he, very gay, 
'I'm glad I have taken this house in my way. 
To-morrow you take a poor dinner with me ; 
No words — I insist on't — precisely at three : 
We'll have Johnson and Burke, all the wits will 

be there ; 
My acquaintance is slight, or I'd ask my lord Clare. 
And now that I think on't, as I am a sinner! 
We wanted this venison to "^make out the dinner. 
What say you — a pasty ? — it shall, and it must. 
And my wife, little Kitty, is famous for crust. 
Here, porter — this venison with me to Mile-end ; 
* No stirring — 1 beg — my dear friend — my dear 
friend I' [wind, 

Thus, ''snatching his hat, he brush'd off like the 
And the porter and eatables follow'd behind. 

Left alone to reflect, having emptied my shelf, 
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And 'nobody with me at sea but myself;'^ 
Tho' I could not help thinking my gentleman hasty, 
Yet Johnson and Burke, and a good venison pasty, 
Were things that I never dislik'd in my life, 
Thoughclogg'd with a coxcomb, and Kitty his wife. 
So next day in due splendour to make my approach, 
1 droTC to his door in my own hackney-coach. 

When come to the place where we all were to dine 
(A chair-lumber'd closet just twelve feet by nine). 
My friend bade me welcome, but struck me quite 
dumb [come ; 

With tidings that Johnson and Burke ' would not 
' For I knew it,' he cried, 'both eternally fail. 
The one Vith his speeches,and t'other wilhThrale ; 
But no matter, TU warrant we'll make up the party, 
With two full as clever, and ten times as hearty. 
The one is a Scotchman, the other a Jew j 
' They're both of them merry, and authors like you ; 
The one writes the Snarler, the otherthe Scourge ; 
Some thinks he writes Cinna: heownstoPanurge.' 
WhOe thus he describ'd them by trade and by name, 
They enter'd, and dinner was serv'd as they came. 

2 See the letters that passed between his Royal HighiiBSS 
Henry Duke of CumbcrkEd, Hnd Lndj Grosvenor, — 12mo, 



• at the house, 

But, 1 warrant for me, we shall make up the party. 
' Who dabble and writ* in the papers — like yon. 
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At the top, a fried liver and bacon were seen ; 
At the bottom was tripe, in a swingeing tureen ; 
At the sides there was Bpinage and pudding made 

hot! 
In the middle a place where the"pastj — was not. 
Now, my lord, as for tripe, it's my utter aversion, 
And your bacon I hate like a Turk or a Persian ; 
So tjiere I sat stuck, like a horse in a pound. 
While the bacon and liver went merrily round : 
But what vex'd me most was that damn'd Scottish 

rogue, 
With his lolig-windeii speeches, his smiles and hjs 

brogue, 
And, ' Madam,' quoth he, ' may this bit be my poison. 
' A prettier dinner I never set eyes on ; 
Pray a slice of your liver, though, may I be curst, 
But I've eat of your tripe till I'm ready to burst.' 
' ' The tripe ! ' quoth the Jew, with his chocolate 

cheek, 
' I could dine on this tripe seven days in -a week : 
I like these here dinners, so pretty and small; 
But your friend there, the doctor, eats nothing at 

all.' 
'O— ^ho!' quothmy friend, 'he'll come on in a trice. 
He's keeping a corner for something that's nice ; 



If a pre 


ttierdinne 


rlev 


er set 


eves on! 




'Tourt 


ripe I 'quo 




3 Jew. 


, ''if thi 


b truth 1 




loonldeatoftbis 


tripe 


sever 


1 days i 


11 the VI 


!efc!' 



«jhy Google 



74 POEMS OF GOLDSMITH, 

f There's a pasty' — ' A pasty 1 ' repeated the Jew ; 
I don't care if I keep a corner for't too.' 
'What the de'i],mon,a pasty!' re-echoed the Scot; 
' Though sphtting, I'll still keep a comer for that' 
'We'll all keep a comer,' the lady cried out ; 
'We'll all keep a comer,' was echo'd about. 
While thus we resoly'd, and the pasty delay'd, 
With looks "that quite petrified, enter'd the maid : 
A visage so sad, and so pale with afErlght, 
Wak'd Priam in drawing his curtains hy night. 
But ' we quickly found out, — for who could mis- 
take her? — ' [baker: 
That she came with some lerrihle news from the 
And so it fell out, for that negligent sloven 
Had shut out the pasty on shutting his oven. 
Sad Philomel thus — but let similes drop — 
And now that I think on'l, the story may stop- 
To be plain, my good lord, it's hut labour misplac'd 
To send such good verses to one of your taste ; 
You've got an odd something — a kind of dis- 

A relish — a taste — sicken'd over by learning ; 
At least, it's your temper, as very well known, 
That you think very slightly of all that's your own ; 
So, perhaps, in your hahits of thinking amiss, 
You may make a mistake, and think slightly of this. 

p 'There's a pastj.' 'Apostj!' ratuinod tlie Scot; 
' I don't care if I keep e, corner tbr thot.' 
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RETALIATION. 

A POEM. 



"As the cansoot writing tlie following printed poem called 
Retaliation, lias not yet been fully explained, a person con- 
cerned in the business begs leave to give the following Just 
and minute account of the whole afl^ir. 

At a meeting ' of a company of gentleman, who »ei« well 
known to eaoh other, and diverting themselves, among many 
other things, with the peculiar oddities of Dr. Goldaniith, 
who never would allow a euperlor in any art, from writing 
poetry down to dancing a hornpipe, the Dr. with great eager- 
ness insisted upon trying his «plgrammatio powers with Mr, 
Garriot, and each of them was to write the other's epitaph. 
Mr. Garrlck immediately said that his epitaph was finislied, 
and spoke the fallowing distich extempore: 

Here lies Nolly Goldsmith, for shortness call'd Noll, 
Who wrote like an angel, hut talk'd like poor Poll. 
Goldsmith, upon the company's laughing very henrtilj, grew 
very thoughtful, and either would not, or could not, write 
any thing at that time ; however, he went to work, and some 
weeks after produced the following printed poem called 
Retaliation, which has been much admired, and gone through 
several editions. The publick in general have been mistaken 

1 At tlia St. James's Coffee-House in St. James's Street 
See Art.' James's (St.) Coffee Honse,' in Cunningliam's Hand- 
Book of Loudon, 2d ed. 1650, p. 261. 
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in Imagiuing that thm poem waa writtsn in anger by ths 
Doctor; it was just the coDtrary; the irliole on all sides waa 
done with the greatest good humour; and the following 
poems in manuscript were written bj several of tha gentlo- 
men on purposo to prOTOlte the Doctor to an answer, which 
came forth at last with great credit to him in Eotaliation."— 
D. Gahkick, [MS.] 

"For this highly interesting account, (now Brat printed, or 
even referred to by any biographer or .editor of Goldsmith,) 
I am indebted to my friend Mr. George Daniel, of Islington, 
w6o allowed me to transcribe it from the original in Garrick'a 
own handwriting disoorered arnong the Garrick papers, and 
evidently designed as a preface to a collected edition of the 
poems which grew out of Goldsoiilh's trying his epigram- 
matic powers with Garrick, I may observe also that Garrick'^ 
Opilaph or distich on Goldsmith is (through this very paper) 
for the first time printed as it was spoken by its anthor. 

" Retaliation was the last work of Goldsmith, and a post- 
hnmoua publication — appearing for tlie first Hme on the 18th 
or April, 1774." 

CUKHINGHAM. 
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RETALIATION. 



Op old, when Scarron his companions invited, 
Eacli guest brought his dish, and the feast was 

united ; 
If our ' landlord supplies us with beef and with fish, 
Let each guest bring himself, and he brings the 

best dish : 
Our °deaa shall be venison, just fresh from the 

pi»in,i [bmins, 

Our * Burke shall be tongue, with the garnish of 
Our * Will shall be wildfowl, of excellent flavour, 
And ^ Dick with his pepper shall heighten the 

savour ; [tain. 

Our ' Cumberland's sweetbread its place shall ob- 



1 The master of the St. James's Cofiee-house, where thfl 
Doctor, and the fiicads he has aharacterised in tUia poem, oc- 
casionally dieed. 

2 Doctor Barnard, Dean of Deny, In Ireland. 

3 Mr. Edmund Burke. 

4 Mr. William Burke, late secretary to General Conway, 
and member for Bedwin, 

» Mr. Riohard Burke, collector of Grenada. 
« Mr. Riohard Cumberland, author of the 'West Indian,' 
• lashionable Lover.' 'The Brothers,' and other dramatic 
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And ' Douglas is pudding, substantial and plain ; 
Our ^ Garrick 's a salad ; for in him we see 
Oil, vinegar, sugar, and saltness agree : 
To make out the dinner, full certain I am 
That " Ridge is anchovy, and ^ Reynolds is lamh j 
That " Hickey 's a capon, and, hy the same rule. 
Magnanimous Goldsmith a gooseberry fooi. 
At a dinner so various, at such a repast, 
Who 'd not be a glutton, and stick to the last ? 
Here, waiter, more wine ! let me sit while I'm able, 
Till all my companions sink under the table; 
Then, with chaos and blunders encircling my head. 
Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 

•^Here hes the good dean,^ reunited to earth, 
Who mixt reason with pleasure, and wisdom with 

' I>OGtor SonglBS, canon oF 'Windsor, an ingeniona Scolch 
gentleman, nho bns no leas distinguiahed himE^lf as a citizen 
of the world, tbun a sonnd ciitio, in detecting sereist lileruj 
mlatakes (or ratlier forgeries) of hia oountrymen ; particnlarl; 
Lauder on Miltua, and Bower's Hiator; of tbe Popes. 

a David Oairiek, Esq. 

fl ConnsBlIor John Ridge, a gentleman belongiog to the Irish 
Bar. 

i» Sir Joshua Reyoolda. 

^ Hen lia the good daia'i See a poem b; Dean Barnard lo 
Sic J. RejnoJds, io Notthoote'a Life of Reynolds, p. 130. 
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If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt, 
At least in six weeks I could not find 'em out; 
Yet some have declar'd, and it can't he denied 'em, 
That slyboots was cursedly cunniog to hide 'em. 

Here lies our good '* Edmund, whose genius 

"We scarcely can praise it or blame it too much; 
Who, horn for the universe, narrow'd his mind. 
And to party gave up what was meant for mankind. 
Though fraught with all learning, yet straining his ■ 

throfft [vote ; 

To persuade '' Tommy Townshend to lend him a 
Who, too deep for his hearers, stiU went oni-efining, 
And thought of convincing, while they thought of 

dining : 
Though equal to all things, for aJl things unfit ; 
Too nice for a statesman, too proud for a wit; 
For a patriot too cool ; for a drudge disobedient ; 
And too fond of the right to pursue the expedient. 
In short, 'twas his fate, uneraploy'd or in place, sir, 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. 

Here lies honest " William, whose heart was a 

While the owner ne'er knew half the good tlial 

M Vide pago 77. 

" Mr. T. Townskedd, member for WMtolinroh Bee H. 

Watpole'a Laur !a Lord Hereford, p. 6, 
'* Vide page 77. 
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The pupil of impulse, it forc'd him along, 
His conduct still right, with his argument wrong ; 
Still mming at honour, yet fearing to roam, 
The coachman was tipsy, the chariot drove home ; 
Would you ask for his merits? alas! he had none; 
TVhat was good was spontaneous, his faults were 



Here lies honest Richard, whose fate I must 
sigh at; 
Alas that such frolic should now be sp quiet! 
What spirits were his ! what wit and what whim, 
" Kow breaking a jest, and now breaking a limb ; 
Kow wrangling and grumbling to keep up the hall, 
Now teasing and vexing, yet laughing at all 1 
In short, so provoking a devil was Dick, 
That we wiah'd him full ten times a day at Old 

Nick; 
But, missing his mirth and a^eeable vein, 
As often we wish'd to have Dick back again. 

Here " Cumberland lies, having acted his parts, 
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts ; 
A flattering painter, who made it his care 
To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are. 

W Mr. Richard Burke ; vlda page 77. This geotlemaD 
having slightly ftaotuted ono of his arms and legs, at differ- 

a kmd of reltibuOve juatioa for breaking hia jests upoQ other 

W Vide p. 77. 
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His gallants are all faultless, hia women divine, 
And comedy wonders at being so fine ; 
Lite a tragedy queen he has dizen'd her out^ 
Or rather like tragedy giving a ront. 
His fools have their ibliies so lost in a crowd 
Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud; 
And coxcombs, alike in their failings alone, 
Adopting his portraits, are pleas'd with their own. 
Say, where has our poet tiiis malady caught, 
Or wherefore his characters thua without fault? 
Say, was it that vainly directing his view 
To find out mea's virtues, and finding them few, 
Quite sick of pursuing each troublesome elf, 
He grew lazy at last, and drew from himself? 

Here " Douglas retires from hia toils to relax, 
The scourge of impostors, the terror of quacks : 
Come, all ye quack bards, and ye quacking di- 
vines. 
Come, and dance on the spot where your tyrant 

reclines : 
When satire and censure encircled his throne, 
I fear'd for your safety, I fear'd for my own ; 
But now he is gone, and we want a detector, 
Our*' Dodds shall be pious, our ^ Kenricks shall 
lecture ; 

i» ■Vide p. 78. 
» The R«T. Dr. Dodd. 

SI Dr. Keutioi, who xvaA leotnrea at Ihe Daril Tavern, 
under tlie title of ' The School of Shakespeare.' 
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^Macpherson write bombast, and call it a style; 
Our °°Townshend make speeches, and I sball com- 
pile ; [over, 
New ''Lauders and Bowers the Tweed shall cross 
No countryman laying their tricks to discover ; 
Detection her taper shaU quench to a spark, 
^ And Scotchman meet Scotchman, and cheat iD 
the dark. 

Here lies ^David Garrick, describe me who can, 
An abridgment of all that was pleasant in man ; 
As an actor, confest without rival to shine ; 
As a wit, if not first, in the very first line ; 
Yet, with talents like these, and an excellent heart, 
The man had his failings, a dupe to his art. 
Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he spread. 
And beplaster'd with rouge his own natural red. 
On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting ; 
'Twas only that when he was off, he was acting. 
With no reason on earth to go out of his way, 
He turn'd and he varied full ten times a day : 
Though secure of our hearts, yet confoundedly eick 
If they were not hia owq by finessing and trick. 
He cast off his friends, as a huntsman his pack ; 
For he knew, when he pleas'd, he could whistle 
them back. 

S2 James MacpherBon, Esq. who lately, ftom tta mete foroa 
of hia style, wrote down tlie Brst poet of all antiquity. 

^ Vide page 79- ^ Vide page 7S. se vide pnge 78. 
3S • And gods meet gods, and jostle id the dark.' 

See Farquhar'3 Love m a BoUle, vol, i. p. 150, 
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Of praise a mere glatfon, he swallow'd what came, 
And the puff of a dunce he mistook it for fame ; 
Till his relish grown callous, almost to disease, 
'Who pepper'd the highest was surest to please. 
But let us he candid, and speak out our mind. 
If dunces applauded, he pmd them in kind. 
Ye " Kenricks, ye "^ Kellys, and ^ Woodfalls so 

grave, [you gave ! 

What a commerce was yours, while you got and 
How did Grub-street re-echo the shouts that you 

rais'd, 
While he was be-Eoscius'd and you were beprais'd ! 
But peace to Ids spirit, wherever it flies. 
To act as an angel, and mix with the skies. 
Those poets who owe their best fame to his skill. 
Shall still be liis flatterers, go where he will ; 
Old Shakespeare receive him with praise and witli 

And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above.*' 

'^ Vida page 81. 

38 Mr. Hugh Kelly, author of ' FuJse Delicacy,' ' Word to 
the Wise,' ' Clementma,' 'School for Wivea,' &a. &c. 

W Mr. William Woodfall, printer of thn Morning Chronicle. 

BO The fiiUnwing poems, bj Mr. Garriok, may in some mea- 
sure account for the aoverity eietcised by Dr. Ooldamitb in 
respect to that gentleman ; — 
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Here ^' Hickey reclines, a most blunt, p 
creature, 
And slander itself must allow him good nature; 
He cherish'd his friend, and he reliah'd a bumper ; 
Yet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper. 
Perhaps you may ask if the maa was a miser: 
I answer, No, no, for be always was wiser. 
Too courteous, perhaps, or obhgingly flat? 
His very worst foe can't accuse him of that. 
Perhaps he confided in men as tiiey go, 
And so was too foolishly honest ? Ah, no ! 



Now mix these ingredleiita, nl 
With the loTe of a wenoh, let I 






la UB good meat, bullho detllsei 
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Then wLat waa his failing? come, fell it, and 

bum ye : 
He was — could he help it? — a special attorney. 

Here ^ Reynolds is laid, and, to tell you my mind, 
He has not left a wiser or better behind. 
His pencil was striking, resistless, and grand ; 
His manners were gentle, complying, &nd bland: 
Still bom to improve us in every part, 
His pencil our faces, his manners our heart. 
To coxcombs averse, yet most civilly steering, 
When they judg'd without skill, he was still hard 

of hearing : 
When they taJk'd of tlieir Eapliaeb, Correggios, 

and stuff. 
He shifted his ^'trumpet, and only took snufP. 



«" ■«de paRe 78. 




M Sir Joshua Reynolds was so remarkably deaf i 




under tha necessity of using an ear-trumpet in compai 


]y.-Sfle 


La Vie de Le Sage, p. xili. " 11 faisait usage d'uu cor 


net 5u'il 


appelotC eon bienfaiteur. Quand je trouve, disoi 


:t-ili des 


visages nouveanx, et que j'espire rencoutrer dea gens 


d'esprit, 


JB tire mon cornet; qiiand ce sort dea sots, jo !e res 




je les d^fla de m'eiinuyer." 
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Afteh the fourth edition of ttia poem Has printed. Oie pub- 
lisher reoeived the following epluiph on Mr. Whitefoord,!' 
from a friend of the late Dr. Qoldamith: — 

Herb Whiteibord reclines, and deny it who can, 
Though he merrily liv'd, he is now a ''grave 

Bare compound of oddity, frolic, and fun ! 
Who relish'd a joke, and rejoic'd in a pun; 
Whose temper was generous, open, sincere ; 
A stranger to flattery, a stranger to fear ; 
Who acatter'd around wit and humour at will ; 
Whose daily hon mots half a column might fill: 
A Scotchman, from pride and from prejudice free ; 
A scholar, yet surely no pedant was he. 

What pity, alas ! that so liberal a mind 
Should so long be to newspaper essays confln'd I 
Who perhaps to the summit of science could soar, 
Yet content ' if the table he set in a roar ; ' 
Whose talents to fill any station were fit, 
Tet happy if "Woodfall confess'd him a wit. 

M Mr. Caleb Whitefoord, author of many humorous essays. 

^ Mr. W. was ao notorious a punster, that Doctor Goldsmiih 
used to say it was impossible to keep him ootnpany, without 
being infected with the itch of punning. 

3« Mr. H. S. Woodfall, printer of the Public AdverUser. 
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Te newspaper witlings ! ye pert scribbling folks! 
Who copied his squibs, and re-echoed his jokea ; 
Ye tame imitators, ye servile herd, come. 
Still follow your master, and yisit his tomb : 
To deck it, bring with you festoons of the vine. 
And copious libations bestow on his shrine ; 
Then strew all around it (you can do no less) 
"' Cross readings, ship news, and mistakes of the 

Merry Whitefoord, farewell ! for tiiy sake I admit 
That a Scot may Iiave humour, I had almost said 

This debt to thy memory I cannot refuse, 

" ' Thou best hnmour'd man with tlie worst ha- 



'" Mr. IThilefoflrd has fraqnently indulged the town with 
hnmorcuB picoes under those titles in the Publio Advertiser, 
On C Whitefcotd, see SmCAV Ufi of Naitkim, vol, i. p. 
33S— 310. See hia poem to Sir Josbua Beynoids, 'Admire 
not, dear knight,' in Northoola'B Life of Eejnolds, p. 128. 
« ' TVhen you and Sonihera, Mojls, and Congrove meet. 
The best good men, irlth the beat naturad wit.' 

C. Hopkhu. IF. iWcAoKa' OH. Foam, ii. p. 207. 
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THE CAPTIVITY. 

AN ORATORIO. 



" Written in 1764, but never eet to music, or even published 
bj its author. It la hero printed &om the originEil rnann- 
ecript, in Goldamith'a handwriting, in the posseBsIon of Mr. 
Murray, of Albemarle Street, compared with the copy printed 
by Messrs. Prior and Wright, in 183T. I have adopted the 
most poetical reaiiings of both copies. 

" For this Oratorio Goldsmith received at least ten guineas. 
In Mr. Murray's colleclioQ is the following receipt in Gold- 

' Received from Mr. Dodsley ten gomeas for an Oratorio, 
which he and Mr. Newbery are to share. 

OUVEB GOLDaKlTH.' 

October Slst, 17fi4. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON^.i 

PlBST ISHAELITIBH PkOPHET. 

Second Ibraelitisu: Pkophet. 

iseaeutish wouas. 

FjEsr Chaldean Priest. 

Secokd Chat.dean Pkiest. 

Chaldean Wo maw. 

Chorus of Youths and ViHeiNa. 

Scene. — Tlie Bankx of the Eaphrates, near Boston 
1 The DramaHi Peracma la not In the MS. 
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THE CAPTIVITY. 
ACT I. 

Scene I.— IseaeliteS skiing on the Banh oftU Euphrates. 
First PbOphet. 
Eecitative. 
Ye captive tribes, that hourly work and weep, 
Where flows Euphrates, murmuring to the deep — 
Suspend awhile the iaak, the tear suspend, 
And turn to God, your father and your friend : 
Insuhed, chain'd, and all the world a foe, 
Our God alone is all we boast below. 

Chorus ef ISBA.BI.ITBS. 

Our God is all we boast below, 

To Him we turn our eyes ; 
And every added weight of woe 

Shall make our homage rise. 

And though no temple richly drest, 

Nor sacrifice is here ; 
We'll make His temple in our breast, 

And offer up a tear. 
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Eecilalive. 
That Strain once more : it bids remembrance rise, 
And calls my long-lost country to mine eyes. 
Ye fields of Sharon, dreas'd in flowery pride ; 
Ye plains where Jordan rolls its glassy tide ; 
Ye hills of Lebanon, with cedars crown'd ; 
Ye Gilead groves, that fling perfumes around : 
These hills how sweet ! those plains how won- 
drous ftiir ! 
But sweeter still, when Heaven waa with us liere. 



Memory, thou fond deceiver ! 

Still importunate and vain; 
To former joys recurring ever. 

And tuniing all the past to pain; 

Hence, deceiver, most distressing, 
Seek the happy and the free ; 

They who want each, other blessing, 
Ever want a friend in thee.^ 

Firsl Phopiiet. 
Recitative. 

Yet, why repine ? What, though by bonds confin'd, 
Should bonds enslave the vigour of the mind ? 

' Varia&oti " Thoa, liko tho world, opprest oppressing, 

And he who wants each other blessing. 
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Have we not cause for triumph, when we see 
OurselyeB alone from idol-worship free? 
Are not this very day those rites begun, 
Where prostrate folly hails the rising sun ? 
Do not our tyrant lords this day ordain 
For superstitious rites and mirth profane ? 
And should we mourn ? Should coward Virtue fly, 
Wiien impious Folly rears her front on high ? 
No ; rather let ns triumph still the more, 
And as our fortune sinks, our wishes soar. 



Tlie triumphs that on vice attend 
Shall ever in confusion end; 
The good man suffers but to gain, 
And every virtue springs from paia: 

As aromatic plajits bestow 
No spicy fragrance while they grow, 
But ci-uah'd or trodden to the ground, 
Diffuse their balmy sweets around. 

Secmd Fhofhet. 
EecilaliBe. 

But hush, my sons I our tyrant lords are near ; 
The sound of barbarous mirth offends mine ear ; 
Triumphant music floats along the vale ; 
Near, nearer still, it gathers on the gale ; 
The growing note their near approach declares ;— 
Desist, my sons, nor mix the strain with theirs. 
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Come on, my companions, the triumph display j 

Let rapture the minutes employ; 
The sun calls us out on this festival day. 

And our monarch partakes of our joy, 

Secnnd Pkibst. 

Like the sun, ourgreat monarch all pleasure suppliei 

Both similar blessings bestow ; 
The sun with his splendour illumines the skies. 

And our mouarcli enlivens below. 

Chaldtan WoMiN. 

Haste, ye sprigtitly sons of pleasure ; 
Love presents its brightest treasure, 
Leave all other joys for me. 

ChaMfon AxTENDANl. 

Or rather Love's delights despising, 
Haste to raptures ever rising ; 

Wine shall bless the brave and free. 

i'eOTnd Priest. 
Wine and beauty thus inviting. 
Each to different joys exciting. 
Whither shall my choice incline ? 
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First Priest. 
I'll waste no longer thought in choosing: 
Bui, neiiher love nor wine refusing, 
ru make them both together mine. 

But whence, when joy should brighten o'er the land. 
This sullen gloom in Judah's captive band ? 
Ye sons of Judah, why the lute unstrung ? 
Or why those harps on yonder willows hung? 
Come, take the iyre, and pour the strain along, 
The day demands it ; sing us Sioa's song. 
Dismiss your griefs, and join our warbling choir; 
For who like you can wake the sleeping lyre ! 

Second Prophet. 
Bow'd down with chains, the scom of all mankind. 
To want, to toil, and every ill consign'd. 
Is this a time to bid us raise the strain. 
And mix ia rites that Heaven regards with pain ? 
No, never ! May this hand forget each art 
That speeds the power of music to the heart, 
Ere I forget the land that gave me birth. 
Or join with sounds profane its sacred mirth! 

First Priest. 
Insulting slaves ! if gender methods fail, 
The whip and angry tortures shall prevail. 

[Exeual Chai-ijeaks. 
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First Prophet. 



Why, let them come, one good remains to cheer j 
We fear the Lord, and know no other fear. 



Can whips or tortures hurt the mind 
On God's supporting hreast reelin'd ? 
Stand fast, and let our tyrants see, 
That fortitude is victory. 



[Exeant. 



ACT II. 

Scale as before. 

ChorVS of ISEIELITES. 

Peace of Mind, angelic guest ! 
Thou soft companion of the breast I 

Dispense thy balmy store. 
Wing all our thoughts to reach the skies, 
Till earth, diminish'd to our eyes. 

Shall vanish as we soar. 

First Priest. 
Eecitathie. 
No more 1 Too long has justice been delay'd ; 
The king's commands must fully be ohey'd: 
Compliance with his will your peace secures. 
Praise hut our gods, and every good is yours. 
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But if, rebellious fo his high command. 
You spurn the favours offer'd at his hand ; 
Think, timely think, what ills remain behind ; 
Reflect, nor tempt to rage the royal nuod. 



Fierce is the whirlwind howling 

O'er Afrie's sandj plain, 

And fierce the tempest rolling 

Along the furrow'd main : 

But Storms that fly, 

To rend the sky. 
Every ill presaging, 

Less dreadful show 

To worlds below 
Than angry monarch's ragmg, 

IsEAELiiisH Woman. 
Becilative. 
Ah, me ! what angry terrors round us grow ; 
How shrinks my soul to meet the threat«n'd blowl 
Ye prophets, skill'd in Heaven's eternal truth, 
For^ve my sex's fears, forgive my youti ! 
If shrinking thus, when frowning power appears, 
I wish for life, and yield me to my fears. 
Let us one hour, one little hour obey ; 

ITS may wash our stains away. 
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Air. 

To the last moment of his breath, 

On hope the wretch relies ; 
And even the pang preceding death 

Bids expectalion rise.^ 

Hope, like the gleaming taper's light, 
Adorns and cheers our way ; 

And still, as darker grows the night. 
Emits a brighter raj.* 

Second Priest. 
necitatlve. 

Why this delay ? At length for joy prepare ; 
I read your looks, and see compliance there. 
Come raise the strain and grasp the full-fon'd lyre ; 
The time, the theme, the place, and all conspire. 

1 " The wretch condemii'd with life to part, 
Still, still OD hope reliea; 
And everj pang that rends the heart 
Bids axpectatjon rise."— Oriji. MS. 

3 " FatlEued with life, yat loth to part. 
On hope the wretch relies; 
And Bvery blow that sinks the heart. 
Bids the deluder rise. 

" Hope, like the taper's gleamj light, 
Adonis the wretch's way ; 
And still, as darker puws the night, 
Emits a brighter ray."— OHj. MS. 
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Chaldean Woman. 
Air. 
See the raddy morning smiling, 
Hear the grove to bliss beguiling ; 
Zephyrs through the yaJley playing, 
Streams along the meadow straying. 

First PsiEST. 
While these a constant revel keep, 
Shall Reason only bid me weep ? 
Hence, intruder! we'll pursue 
Nature, a better guide than you. 

Second Priest. 
Air. 
Every moraenl, as it flows, 
Some peculiar pleasure owes j 
Then let us, providently wise. 
Seize lie debtor as it flies. 

Think not to-morrow can repay 
The pleasures that we lose lo-day ; 
To-morrow's most unbounded store 
Can but pay its proper score. 

First Peiest. 
Recilali'ie. 

But, hush 1 see foremost of the captive choir. 
The master-prophet graspa his fuU-ton'd lyre. 
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Mark where he sits, with executing art, 
Feels for each tone, and speeds it to the heart. 
See inspiration £lb his risiog form, 
Awful as clouds that nurse the growing storm ; 
And now his voice, accordant to the string, 
Prepares our monarch's victories to siug. 

First PEOrHBT. 

Air. 
From north, from south, from east, from west. 

Conspiring foes shall come ; 
Tremble tbou rice-polluted breast, 

Blasphemers, all be dumb. 

The tempest gathers aU around, 

On Babylon it lies ; 
Down with her! down — down to the ground, 

She sinks, she groans, she dies. 

Second Props et. 

Down with her, Lord, to lick the dust. 

Ere yonder setting sun ; 
Serve her as she has serv'd the just ! 

"Tis fix'd — it shall be done. 



No more I when slaves thus insolent presume, 
The king himself shall judge, and fix their doom, 
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Short-sighted wretchea I have not jou and all, 
Beheld our power in Zedefciah'a fall ? 
To yonder gloomy dungeon turn your eyes ; 
See where dethron'd your captive monarch lies. 
Depriv'd of sight and rankling in his chain ; 
He calls on Death to terminate his pain. 
Yet know, ye slaves, that still remain behind 
More ponderous chains, and dungeons more confin'd. 

Ckoraa. 

Arise, all potent ruler, rise. 

And vindicate thy people's cause ; 

Till eveiy tongue in every land 
Shall oSer up unfeign'd applause. 

{Extnnl 



Scene as before. 
First Priest. 

Tes, my companions, Heaven's decrees are past. 

And our fis'd empire shall forever last ; 

In vain the maddening prophet threatens woe, 

In vain Eebellion aims her secret blow ; 

Still shall our fame and growing power be spread, 

And still our vengeance crush the guilty head. 
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Air. 

Coeval with man 
Our empire began, 
And never shall fall 
Til! ruin shakes all: 
With the ruin of all 
ShaU Babylon fall- 

Pkophet. 

EeciiatiBe. 
'Tis thua that pride triumphant rears the head, 
A little while, and all her power is fled ; 
But ha ! what means yon sadly plaintive train, 
That this way slowly bends along the plain ? 
And now, methinks, to yonder bank they hear 
A pallid corse, and rest the body there. 
Alas ! too well mine eyes indignant trace 
The last reramns of Judah's royal race : 
Our monarch falls, and now our fears are o'er, 
And wretched Zedekiah is no more ! 



Te wretches who, by fortune's hate, 

In want and sorrow groan ; 
Come ponder his seyerer fate, 

And learn to bless your own. 

You vain, whom youth and pleasure guide, 

Awhile the bliss suspend ; 
Like yours, his life began in pride. 

Like his, your lives shall end, 
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Se'.-ond Prophet. 
Behold his squalid corse with sorrow worn, 
His wretched limbs with ponderous fetters torn ; 
Those eyeless orba that shock with ghastly glare, 
These iU-becomiug rags — that matted hair. 
And shall not Heaven for this its terrors show, 
Grasp the red holt, and lay the guilty low ? '■ 
How long, how long, Almighty God of all. 
Shall wrath vindictive threaten ere it tall ! 

IsRiELiTisn Woman! 
Air. 
As panting flies the hunted hind. 

Where brooks refreshing stray ; 
And rivers through the valley wind, 
That stop the hunter's way. 

Thus we, Lord, alike distrest, 

For streams of mercy long j 
Those streams which cheer the sore opprest, 

And overwhelm the strong. 

First Prophet. 
Eecilatim. 

But, whence that shout ? Good heavens ! amaze- 
ment all ! 
See yonder tower just nodding to the fall ; 

1 "And shall not Heaven for tbis its terror show, 

And deal its angry vengeance oq the foe? " — Orig. MS. 
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See where an army covers all the ground, 
Saps the strong wall, and pours destruction round ! 
The ruin smokes, deatraction pours along, 
How low the great, how feeble are the strong ! 
The foe prevails, the lofty walls recline— 
God of hosts, the victory is Thine ! 

Choras of Ibraelites. 
Down with them. Lord, to lick the dust , 

Thy vengeance be begun : 
Serve them as they have serv'd the just, 

And let thy will he done. 

First Pkiest. 
RedXaiim. 
All, all is lost. The SjTian army fails, 
Cyrus, the conqueror of the world, prevails ! 
The ruin smokes, the torrent pours along, — - 
How low the proud, how feeble are the strong ! 
Save us, Lord ! to thee, though late, we pray. 
And ^ve repentance but an hour's delay. 

Krrf and Second FeieSt. 

Thrice happy, who in happy hour 
To heaven their praise bestow, 

And own his all-consuming power 
Before they feel the blow. 
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First Phophet. 
Jkdlative. 

Now, now's our time ! ye wretches bold and blind, 
Brave but to God, and cowards to mankind ; 
.Too late you seek that power unsought before, 
Your wealth, your pride, your kingdom, are no more. 



Lucifer, thou son of morn, 

Alike of Heaven and man the foe ; 

Heaven, mea, and all, 

Now press thy fall, 
And sink thee lowest of the low. 

First Prophet. 
Babylon, how art thou fallen ! 
Thy fall more dreadful from delay! 
Thy streets forlorn 
To wilds shall turn. 
Where toads shall pant and vultures prey. 

Second Prophet. 
Rfcitative. 
Such be her fate ! But listen I from afar 
The clarion's note proclaims the flnish'd war. 
Cyrus, our great restorer, is at hand. 
And this way leads his formidable band. 
Give, give your songs of Zion to the wind, 
And hail the benefactor of mankind ; 
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He comes pursuant to divine decree, 

To elmia the strong, and set the captive free. 

Ckoras of Youths. 
Bise to transports past expressing, 

Sweeter from remember'd woes ; 
Cyrus comes, our wrongs redressing, 

Conies to give the world repose. 

Chsrus of VlBGINS. 

Cyrus comes, the world redressing. 
Love and pleasure in his train ; 

Comes to heighten every blessing, 
Comes to soften every pain. 

Semi-Chorus. 

Hail to him with mercy reigning, 
Skill'd in every peaceful art ; 

Who from bonds our limbs unchaining, 
Only binds the willing heart. 

Last Chorus. 
But chief to Thee, our God, defender, friend. 

Let praise be given to all eternity ; 
Thou, without beginning, without end. 

Let us, and all, begin aad end in Thee. 
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THE PEINOESS DOWAQEB OP WALES. 



TnuBSDAi:, Jeb. 20, 1773. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



The following may more properly be term i a omp a 
tion than a poem. It was prepared f lie lajK 
little more than two daya ; and ma ther f he 

beoonaiilered a3 an industrioug effor of gra nd than 
of genius. 

In justice to the composer, it may likewise be right to 
inform the public that the m.usic waa adapted in a period 
of time equally short. 

SPEA,KEBS. 



.0 prepared and adapted by Signor Vento. 



giten bj Goldsmith to Iiia friend, Joseph Cradwk, Esq. c 
Gumley, author of Zoboido, ttc, and lont la Mr. Chalmers t 
Mr. NiohoUa. v. Br. Poits, vol. ivl. p. &09. 
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THRENODIA ATJGTJSTALIS. 



Arise, je sons of worth, arise, 
And waken every note of woe I 
When truth and virtue reach the skies, 
Tis ours to weep the want below. 



When truth and v 



The praise attending pomp and power, 
The incense giren lo kings, 
Are but the trappings of an hour, 
Mere transitory things. 
The base bestow them ; but the good agree 
To spurn the venal gifts as flattery. 
But when to pomp and power are join'd 
An equal dignity of mind; 
When titles are the smallest claim ; 
When wealth, and rank, and noble blood, 
But aid the power of domg good, 
Then aJI their trophies last — and flattery turns 
to fame. 
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Blest spirit tliou, whose fame, just born to bloom, 
Shall spread and flourish from the tomb, 
How hast thou left mankind for hearen ! 
Even now reproach and faction moum, 
And, wondering how their rage was bom, 
Request to be forgiven ! 
Alas! they never had thy hate: 
Unmov'd iu conscious rectitude. 
Thy towering mind self-centred stood, 
Nor wanted man's opinion to be great, 
la vain, to charra thy ravish'd sight, 
A thousand gifts would fortune send; 
In vam, to drive thee from the right, 
A thousand sorrows urged thy end: 
Like some weU-fashion'd arch thy patience stood. 
And purchased strength from its increasing load; 
Pain met thee like a friend to set thee free ; 
Affliction still is virtue's opportunity I 



Virtue, on herself relying, 
Every passion hush'd to rest. 
Loses every pain of dying 
In the hopes of being blest. 
Every added pang she suffers 
Some increasing good bestows, 
And every shock that malice offers 
Only rocks her to repose. 
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Yet, all ! what terrors frown'd upon her fate, — 

Death with its formidahle band, 

Fever, and pain, and pale consumptive eare, 

Determined took their stand. 

Nor did the cruel ravagers design 

To finish all their efforts at a blow ; 

But, mischievously slow, 

They robb'd the relic and defac'd the shrine. 

With unavailing grie^ 

Despairing of relief, 

Her weeping children round 

Beheld each hour 

Death's growing power, 

And trembled as he frown'd. 

As helpless friends who view from shore 

The labouring ship, and hear the tempest roar. 

While winds and waves their wishes cross, — 

They stood, while hope and comfort fail, 

Not to assist, but to bewail 

The inevitable loss. 

Relentless tyrant, at thy call 

How do the good, the virtuous, fall I 

Truth, beauty, worth, and all that most engage, 

But wake thy vengeance, and provoke thy rage. 



When vice my dart and scythe supply. 
How great a king of terrors I ! 
if folly, fraud, your hearts engage, 
Tremble, ye mortals, at my rage ! 
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Fall, round me fall, ye little things, 
Te statesmen, warriors, poets, kings 
If virtue fail her counsel sage, 
Tremble, je mortals, at my rage ! 



Tet let that wisdom, urged by her example, 
Teach us to estimate what all must suffer : 
Let us prize death as the best gift of nature ; 
As a safe inn, where weary travellers. 
When they have journey'd through a world of cares, 
May put off life, and be at rest for ever. 
Groans, weepmg friends, indeed, and gloomy sa- 
bles. 
May oft distract us with their sad solemnity: 
T!ie preparation is the executioner. 
Death, when unmask'd, shows me a friendly face. 
And is a terror only at a distance : 
For as the line of life conducts me on 
To Death's great court, the prospect seems more 

'Tis nature's kind retreat, that's always open 

To take us in when we have drain'd the cup 

Of life, or worn our days to wretchedness. 

In that secure, serene retreat, 

Where all the humble, aU the great. 

Promiscuously recline ; 

Where, wildly huddled to the eye, 

The beggar's pouch and prince's purple lie ; 

May every bliss he thine ! 
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And ah. ! blest spirit, wheresoe'er thy flight, 
Through rolling worlds, or fields of liquid light. 
May cherubs welcome Iheir expected gueat ; 
May saints with songs receive thee to their rest ; 
May peace, that claim'd, while here, thy v 

May blissful, endless peace be thine above ! 

BOKO. BT A VrOKAH — AUOBOBO. 

Lovely, lasting Peace below, 
Comforter of every woe, 
Heavenly born, and bred on high, 
To crown the favourites of the sky, — 
Lovely, lasting Peace, appear 1 
This world itself, if thou art here, 
Is once again with Eden blest. 
And man contains it in his breast. 



Our vows are heard ! Long, long to mortal eyes. 

Her soul was fitting to its kindred skies: 

Celestial-like her bounty fell, 

Where modest want and patient sorrow dwell ; 

Want pass'd for merit at her door. 

Unseen the modest were supplied, 

Her constant pity fed the poor, — 

Then only poor, indeed, the day she died. 

And oh ! for this, while sculpture decks thy shrine. 

And art exhausts profusion round, 

The tribute of a tear be mine. 
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A simple song, a sigh profound. 

' There F^th shall come, a pilgrim gray, 

To bless the tomb that wraps thy clay ; 

And calm Eeligion shall repair 

To dwell a weeping hermit there. 

Truth, Fortitude, and Friendship shall agree 

To blend their virtues while they think of thee. 



Let us, let all the world, agree, 
To profit by resembling thee. 



Fast by that shore where Thames' translucent 

stream 
Reflects new glories on his breast, 
Where, splendid as the youthful poet's dream, 
He forms a scene beyond Elysium blest; 
Where sculptur'd elegance and native grace 
Unite to stamp the beauties of the place; 
While, sweetly blending, still are seen 
The wavy lawn, the sloping green ; 
1 The» four lines, with aome alteration, taken from Collins's 
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WLile novelty, with cautious cunning, 

Through every maze of fency running, 

From China borrows aid to deck the scene : 

There, sorrowing by the river's glassy bed, 

Forlorn, a rural hand complain'd. 

^All whom Augusta's bounty fed, 

AU whom her clemency sustain'd ; 

The good old sire, unconscious of decay, 

The modest matron, clad in homespun gray. 

The military boy, the orphan'd maid. 

The shatter'd veteran, now first dismay'd, — 

These sadly join beside the murmuring deep. 

And, as they view the towers of Kew, 

Call on their mistress, now no more, and weep. 



Ye shady walks, ye waving greens, 
Te nodding towers, ye fairy scenes, 
Let all your echoes now deplore, 
That she who form'd your beauties is 



First of the train the patient rustic came, 
Whose callous hand had form'd the scene. 
Bending at once with sorrow and with age. 
With many a tear, and many a sigh between : 
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' And where,' he cried, ' shall now my hahes have 

Or how shall age support its feeble fire ? [hread, 

No lord will take me now, my vigour fled, 

Kor can my strength perform what they require : 

Each grudging master keeps the labourer bare, 

A sleek and idle race is all their care. 

My noble mistress thought not so : 

Her bounty, like the morning dew, 

Unseen, though constant, used to flow, 

And as my strength decay'd, her bounty grew.' 



In decent dress, and coarsely clean, 

The pious matron next was seen, 

Clasp'd in her hand a godly book was bo. 

By use and daily meditation worn ; 

That decent dress, this holy guide, 

Augusta's care had well supplied. 

' And ah ! ' she cries, all woebegone, 

' What now remains for me ? 

Oh! where shall weeping want repair 

To ask for charity ? 

Too late in life for me to ask, 

And shame prevents the deed, 

And tardy, tardy are the times 

To succour, should I need. 

But an my wants, before I spoke, 

Were to my mistress known ; 

She still reliev'd, nor sought my praise. 

Contented with her own. 
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But e^ery day her name 111 bless, 
My morning prayer, my evening song ; 
m praise her while my life shall last, 
A life that cannot last me long.' 



Each day, each Lour, her name I'll bless, 
My morning and my evening song; 
And when in death my vows shall cease, 
My children shall the note prolong. 



The hardy veteran after struck the sight, 

Scarr'd, mangled, maim'd in every part, 

Lopp'd of his limbs in many a gaUant fight, 

In nought entire— except his heart : 

Mute for a while, and sullenly distress'd, 

At last the impetuous sorrow fired his breast. 

' Wild is the whirlwind rolling 

O'er Afrio's sandy plain, 

And wild the tempest howling 

Along the billow'd mainj 

But every danger felt before. 

The raging deep, the whirlwind's roar. 

Less dreadful struck me with dismay 

Than what I feel this fatal day. 

Oh, let me fly a land that spurns the brave ! 

Oswego's dreary shores shall be my grave ; 

I'll seek that less inhospitable coast. 

And lay my body where my limbs were lost.' 
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* 01(1 Edward's sous, unknown to yield, 
Sliall crowd from Cressy's laureU'd field, 
To do thy memory right : 
For thine and Britain's wrongs they feel, 
Again they snatch the gleamy steel, 
And wish the avenging fight. 



e and youth complaining, 
Next appear'd a lovely maid; 
AffliL-tion, o'er each feature reigning. 
Kindly came in heauty's aid : 
Every grace that grief dispenses, 
Every glance that warms the soul. 
In sweet succession charm'd the sensea, 
"While pity harmonized the whole. 
'The garland of beauty' ('tis thus she would say) 
' No more shall my crook or my temples adorn ; 
I'll not wear a garland, — Augusta 's away, — 
I'll not wear a garland until she return. 
But, alas ! that return I never shall see : 
The echoes of Thames shall my sorrows proclwm. 
There promised a lover to come ; but, oh me ! 
"Twas death, 'twas the death of my mistress, that 

But ever, for ever, her image shall last, 

a Collins's Ode on the Death of 
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ni strip all the spring of ita earliest bloom ; 
On her grare shall the cowslip and primrose be 

And the new-blossom'd thorn shall whiten her 
tomb.' 



With garlands of beauty the Queen of the May 
No more will her crook or her temples adorn ; 
For who'd wear a garland when she is away, 
When she is remov'd, and shall never return ? 

On the grave of Augusta these garlands be plac'd, 
We'll rifle the spring of its earliest bloom, 
And there shall the cowslip and primrose be cast, 
And the new-b!ossom'd thorn shall whiten her 
tomb. 



* On the grave of Augusta this garland be plae'd, 
We'll rifle the spring of its earliest bloom, 
And there shall tJie cowslip and primrose be cast. 
And the tears of her country .shall water her 
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THE DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION.! 



Secluded from domestic strife. 

Jack Bookworm led a college life 

A fellowship at twenty-five 

Made Mm the happiest man alipe ; 

He drank his glass, and crack'd his joke, 

And freshmen wonder'd as he spoke* 

Could any accident impair? 
Gould Cupid's shafl at length transfix 
Our swain, arriv'd at thirty-six? 
Oh, had the archer ne'er come down 
To ravage in a country town j 
Or Flavia been content to stop 
At triumphs in a Fleet-street shop I 
Oh, had her eyes forgot to blaze; 
Or Jack had wanted eyes to gazej 
Oh ! but let exclamation ceage, 

1 Priatcd in (loldBmith's &3AS3 (the xxci.) ia 1T65. 
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Her presence banish'd all Ms peace." 
So with decorum all things carried; 
Miss frown'd, and blush'd, and then was — married. 

Need we expose to vulgar sight 
The raptures of the bridal night? 
Need we intrude on hallow'd ground, 
Or draw the curtains clos'd aroand? 
Let it suffice that each had charms: 
He clasp'd a goddess in his arms ; 
And though she felt his usage" rough, 
Yet in a man 'twas well enough. 

The honeymoon like lightning flew. 
The second brought ila transports tooi 
A third, a fourth, were not amiss, 
The fifth was friendship mix'd with bliss : 
But, when a twelvemonth pass'd away, 
Ja<;k found his goddess made of clay ; 
Found half the charms that deck'd her face 
Arose from powder, shreds, or lace ; 



l> Onr alter'd parsnn now began 
To be a perfect ladies' man; 
Uade soDDeCs, Itsp'd bis Eerioons o'er. 
And told the tules bo told before, 
or bailia^ purnp'd, Imd proctura bit; 
At college how he show'd his wit; 
And, OS the &ir one still approved. 
He fell in love _ or thought he lov'd. 
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But Still, tie worst remain'd behind, 
That very face had robb'd her mind. 

Skill'd in no other arts was she, 
But dressing, patching, repartee; 
And, just as humour rose or fell, 
By turns a slattern or a belle. 
'Tis true she dress'd with modem grace, 
Half-naked at a ball or race ; 
But when at home, at board or bed. 
Five greasy nightcaps wrapp'd her head. 
Could so much beauty condescend 
To be a dull, domestic friend ? 
Could any curtain-lectures bring 
To decency so line a thing? 
In short, by night 'twas fits or fretting; 
By day 'twas gadding or coquetting. 
Fond to be seen, she kept a bevy^ 
Of powder'd coxcombs at her levee; 
The 'squire and captain took their stations, 
And twenty other near relations ; 
Jack suck'd his pipe, and often broke 
A sigh in suffocating smoke ; * 
While all their hours were pass'd ' between 
Insulting repartee or spleen. 



a Now lawdry madam kept o. bev; 
« Bhe ia her turn became petplei 
And found substandal blisB in v 
fThusBTer? honr was pasa'd. 
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Thus as her faults each day were known,* 
He thinks her features coarser grown ; 
He fancies every vice she shows 
Or thins her lip, or points her nose 
Whenever rage or envy rise, 
How wide her mouth, how wild her eyes'! 
He knows not how, but so it is, 
Her face is grown a knowing phiz ; 
And, though her fops are wondrous civil. 
He thinks her ugly as the deviL 

Now,* to perplex the ravell'd nooac, 
As each a different way pursues, 
While sullen or loquacious strife 
Proinis'd to hold them on for life, 
That dire disease, whose ruthless power 
Withers the beauty's transient flower, — 
Lo ! the smallpox, with horrid glare, 
Levell'd its terrors at the fair ; 
And, rifling every youthful grace. 
Left but the remnant of a face. 

The glass, grown hateful to her aighl. 
Reflected now a perfect fright: 
Each former art she vainly tries 
To bring back lustre to her eyes. 
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In vain she tries her paste ' and creams, 
To smooth her skin, or hide its seams ; 
Her country beaux and city cousins, 
Lovers no more, flew off by dozens ; 
The 'squire himself was seen to yield, 
And e'en the captain quit the field. 

Poor madam now condemn'd to hack 
The i-est of lifts with anxious Jack, 
Perceiving others fairly flown, 
Attempted pleasing him alone. 
Jack soon was dazzled to heboid 
Her present face surpass the old : 
With modesty her cheeks are dyed, 
Humility displaces pride ; 
For tawdry fiaery is seen 
A person ever neatly clean ; 
No more presuming on her away, 
She learns good-nature every day ; 
Serenely gay, and strict in duty. 
Jack finds his wife a perfect beauty. 
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"Long had I sought in vain to find 
A likened fiar the scribbling kind; 
The modem scribbling kind, who write 
Jn wit, and sense, and nature's spite : 
Till reading, I forget what day on, 
A chapter out of Tooke'a Pantheon, 
I think I met with something there 
To suit my purpose to a hair. 
But let us not proceed too furious, — 
First please to turn to god Mercurius : 
Toull find him pietur'd at full length 
In book the second, page the tenth : 
The stress of all my proofs on him I lay, 
And now proceed we to our simile. 

Imprimis, pray observe his hat, 
Wings upon either side, — mark that. 
Well ! what is it from thence we gather ? 
Why, these denote a brain of feather. 



1 Printed amODg the Essays (the : 
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A brain of feather ! very right. 
With wit that's flighty, learning light; 
Such as to modern bard 'a decreed : 
A just comparison, — proceed. 

In the next place, his feet peruse, 
Wing3 grow again from both his shoes ; 
Deaign'd, no doubt, their part to bear. 
And waft his godship through the air: 
And here my'simile unites; 
For in the modern poet's flights, 
I'm sure it may be justly said. 
His feet are useful as his head. 

Lastly, vouchsafe t' observe his hand, 
Fill'd with a snake-encircled iiand. 
By classic authors term'd caduceua. 
And highly fam'd for several «ses : 
To wit, — most wondrously endued, 
No poppy water half so good ; 
For let folks only get a touch, 
Its soporific virtue's such, 
Though ne'er so much awake before, 
That quickly they begin to snore. 
Add, too, what certain writers tell, 
With this he drives men's souls to hell. 

Now to apply, begin we then : 
His wand 'a a modern author's pen; 
The serpents, round about it twin'd. 
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Denote him of the reptile Itind ; 
Denote the rage with which he writes, 
His frothy slaver, venorti'd bites ; 
An equal semblance still to keep, 
Alike, too, both conduce to sleep. 
Tliis difference only, aa the god 
Drove souls to Tartarus with his rod, 
With his goosequil! the scribbling elf. 
Instead of Others, damns himself. 

And here my simile almost tript, 
Yet grant a word by way of postscript. 
Moreover, Mercury had a failing: 
Wei! I what of that ? out with it — stealin 
In which all modem bards '' agree, 
Being each as great a thief as he. 
But e'en this deity's existence 
Shall lend my simile assistance : 
Our modem bards ! why, what a pox 
Are they but senseless stones and blocks ? 
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Logicians have but ill defin'd 
A3 rational the human mind : 
K«asoB, they say, belongs to man ; 
But let them prove it if ihey can- 
Wise Aristotle and Smigleeius, 
By ratiocinations specious, 
Have strove to prove, with great precisio 
With definition and division, 
Homo est rations preditum ; 
But for my soul I cannot credit 'em ; 
And must in spite of them mainlam, 
That man and all his ways are vain ; 
And that this boasted lord of nature 
Is both a weak and erring creature ; 
That instinct is a surer guide 
Than reason, boasting mortals' pride ; 
And that brute beasts are fer before 'em ; 
Deui est anima brutorum. 
Who ever knew an honest brute 
At law his neighbour prosecute, 
Bring action for assault and battery. 
Or friend beguile with lies and flattery ? 
1 From The Bu^ Bods, No- 6. 
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O'er plains they ramble unconfiii'd, 

Ko politics disturb their mind ; 

They eat their meals, and take their sport, 

Nor know who's in or out at court. 

Tliey never to the levee go 

To treat as dearest fi-iend a foe : 

They never importune his Grace, 

Nor ever cringe to men in place ; 

Nor undertake a dirty job, 

Nor draw the quill to write for Bob.^ 

Fraught with invective, they ne'er go 

To folks at Paternoster Row: 

No judges, fiddlers, dancing-masters. 

No pickpockets or poetasters, 

Are known to honest quadrupeds ; 

No single brute his fellows leads. 

Brutes never meet in bloody fray, 

Nor cut each others' throats for pay. 

Of beasts, it is confess'd, the ape 

Comes nearest us in human shape ; 

Like man he imitates each fashion. 

And malice is his ruling passion ; 

But, both in malice and grimaces, 

A courtier any ape surpasses. 

Behold him humbly cringing wdt 

Upon the minister of state; 

View him soon after to inferiors, 

Aping the conduct of superiors : 

1 Sir Robert ffalpole. 
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He promises with equal air, 
And to perform takea equal care. 
He in his turn flnde imitators : 
At court, the porters, lacqueys, waiters. 
Their masters' manners stili contract, 
And footmen lords and dukes can act. 
Thus, at the court, both great and small 
Behave alike, for all ape all. 
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AN ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF A 
MAD DOG.i 

Good people all, of every sort. 

Give ear unto my song ; 
And if you find it wondrous short, 

It canaot hold yon long. 

In Islington there was a man 
Of whom the world might say, 

That still a godly race he ran, 
"Whene'er he went to pray. 

A kind and gentle heart he had!, 

To comfort friends and foes : 
The naked every day he elad, 

When he put on his clothes. 

And in that town a dog was found. 

As many dogs there be. 
Both mongrel, puppy, whelp, and hoimd, 

And curs of low degree. 

1 See Viaar of Wakefield, o. xyii. 

In the Citiiea of the World, Tol. ii. !ett. Isvi. ia a paper 
the ' Epidmii: Ttrror.ihc dread of toad dog!, which now p 
VKila: the irhole nation ia now actually groaning under 
iDBlignit; of its infiuence.' 
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This dog and man at first ivere friends ; 

But when a pique began, 
The dog, to gain his private ends, 

Went mad, and bit the man. 

Around from all the neighbouring streets 

The wondering people ran, 
And swore the dog had lost his wits. 

To bite so good a man. 

The wound it seent'd both sore and sad 

To every Christian eye ; 
And while they swore the dog was mad, 

They swore the man would die. 

But soon a wonder came to light. 
That show'd the rogues they lied; 

The man recover'd of the bite ; 
The dog it was that died. 
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AiJ ELEGY ON THE GLORY OF HER E 
MRS. MARY BLAIZE.1 

Good peoitle all, with one accord, 

Lament for Madam Elaize, 
Who never wanted a good word — 

From those who spoke her praise. 

The needy seldom pasa'd her door. 
And always found her kind: 

She freely lent to all the poor — 
Who left a pledge behind. 

Shs strove the neighhourhood to please, 
With manners wondrous winning ; 

And never follow'd wicked ways — 
Unlesis when she was sinning. 

At church, in silks and satins new, 
With hoop of monstrous size, 

She never slumber'd in her pew — 
But when she shut her eyes. 

Her love was sought, I do aver, 
By twenty beaus and more; 

The king himself has follow'd her — 
When she has walk'd before. 
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But now, her wealth and finery flud, 

Her hangers-on cut short all ; 
The doctors found, when she was dead — 

Her last disorder mortal. 

Let U3 lament in sorrow sore ; 

For Kent-street well may say, 
That had she liv'd a twelvemonth more — 

She bad not died to-day.' 

2 Thjfl poem [in well as the Elegy on Sie Dialk nf a Mad 
l)og\ Is aa imitation of tba obanson calJed ' Le fameus la 
Galisse, homma iinaginaire,' In fifty stanzas, printed in tba 
Jftnoffiona, iv. 191: — 

' Measienra, Tons piait-il d'onir 

' fiien iastrnit d£9 le beroean 



' On dit que dans ees amonra 
D fat oarasse des belles. 
Quite Buiviraot toujour!. 

Tout fa'il mmhe demat dta. 



Onaroit, puisqu'il i 
Que li jiaie itait 



' Begrett^ de ees aoldats, 



Et le jour doiun I 
Fm le demier d. 
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THE CLOWN'S EEPL^. 

John Tkott was desir'd by two witty peers 
To tell them the reason why asses had ears. 
' An't please you,' quoth John, ' I'm not given to 

letters, 
Nor dare I pretend to know more than my hetters : 
Howe'er, from this time I shall ne'er see your 

graces, — 
As I hope to he saVdl — without thinking on 

asses.' 
Edinburgh, ITSS. 



«jhy Google 



ON A BEAUTIFUL YOUTH STKUCK BLIND 
BY LIGHTNING. 



Soke 'twas by Providence design'd, 
Rather in pity than in hate, 

That he should be, hke Cupid, blind, 
To save him from Narcissus' fate. 



STANZAS OH THE TAKING OF QUEBEC' 

Amidst the clamour of exulting joys, 

Which triumph forces from the patriot heart, 

Grief dares to mingle her soul-piercing voice, 
And quells the raptures which from pleasures 
start. 

O Wolfe ! to thee a streaming flood of woe, 
Sighing we pay, and think e'en conquest dear : 

Quebec in vain shall teach our breast to glow. 
Whilst thy sad fate extorts the heart-wrung tear. 

Alive the foe thy dreadful vigour fled. 

And saw thee fall with joy-pronouncing eyes : 

Yet they shall know thou conquerest, tho' dead ! 
Since from thy tomb a thousand heroes rise. 
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THE GIFT 



Sat, cruel Iris, pretty rake, 

Dear mercenary beauty, 
Wtat annual offering shall I make 

Expressive of my duty ? 

My heart, a victim to thine eyes, 

Should I at once deliver, 
Say, would the angry fair one prize 

The gift, who slights the giver? 

A hill, a jewel, watch, or toy, 
My rivals give, — and let 'em : 

If gems or gold impart a joy, 
I'll give them — when I get 'em. 

ril give — but not the full-blown rose. 
Or rosebud, more in fashion ; 

Such shoTt-liv'd offerings hut disclose 
A transitory passion. 
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I'll give thee something yet unpaid, 
Not less sincere than civil; 

I'll give thee — ah ! too charming m 
I'll g^ve thee — to the devil.^ 

' This poem is takea torn Menaginna, Tol. ic. 2 



Hon pas dentelle, ni ruban, 

Non pjts esscDCc, ai pommade, 

Quelquea boltea de oiarmalade, 

Uo mouchoir, des gans, un bonqoet, 

Saa pM Beans, oi chupelet. 

Quoi dnnol ntlendcz, je tdiu donns, 

flUe plus belle que bonne, 

Qui m'STes kiujoucs lelaah, 

Le point si souyent proposi, 

Je voua donoe — ^Ah! li puis-je direl 

ObI: o'eat trop souffrir le nmrtyre, 

H eat temps de m'^taandper, 

Patience Ta m'icbappcr. 

FnSHoa-Yous cent foia plus aimable. 

Belle rria, je vous donne — an diable.' 
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A DESCRIPTION OF AN AUTHOR'S 
BEDCHAMBER.1 



Wheke the Ked LioD, staring o'er the way, 
Invites each passing stranger that can pay ; 
Where Calvert's butt, and Parson's black cham- 
pagne, 
Eegale the drabs and bloods of Drury-lane ; 
There, in a lonely room, from bailiffs snug, 
The Muse found Scroggen stretch'd beneath a rug: 
A window, patch'd with paper, lent a ray, 
That dimly show'd the slate in which he lay ; 
The sanded floor that grits beneath the tread ; 
The humid wall with paltry pictures spread ; 
The royal game of goose was there in view. 
And the twelve rules the royal martyr drew ; ^ 

1 First priDted in The CUinen of dte World, Letter xia,, 
aad afterwards inserted, with a few vnriations, in TheDeserted 
ViUage, 17T0.— P. C. [8ee,p03(, tha extract from a letter to 
the Ear. Henry Goldsmith.] 

' Viz: "1. Urge no heallhB; 2. Frorane no divine ordi- 
nances; 3. Touch no state matters; 4. Reraal no secrets; 
6. Piclt no qnarrels; 6. Make no comparisons; 7, Mflintain 
no ill opinions; 8. Eeep no bad company; 9. Encourage no 
vice; 10. Make no long meals; 11. Repeat no grievances- 
12. Lay no wixgers."— P. C. 
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The seasons, fram'd with listing, found a place, 
And brave prince William ' show'd his lampblack 

The morn was cold ; he views with keen desire 
The rusty grate unconscious of a fire : 
■With beer and milk arrears the frieze was scor'd, 
And five crack'd teacups dress'd the cbimney 

board; 
A nightcap deek'd his brows instead of bay, 
A cap by night, — a stocking all the day ! 

s William, Duke of Comlwrland, Ihe hero of CuUodeo, d. 
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THE POK3I3 



EPITAPH ON DR. PARNELU' 



This tomb inscrib'd to gentle Parnell's name, 
Jlay speak our gratitude, but not his fame. 
What heart but feels his sweetly moral !ay, 
That leads to truth thro' pleasure's flowery way 1 
Celestial themes confess'd his tuneful aid ; 
And Heaven, that lent him genius, was repaid. 
Needless to him the tribute we bestow, 
The transitory breath of fame below : 
More lasting rapture from his works shall rise. 
While converts thank their poet in the skies. 



EPITAPH ON EDWARD PUKDON.^ 

Here lies poor Ned Purdon, from misery freed, 
Who long was a bookseller's hack ; 

He led such a damnable life in this world, 
I don't think he'll wish to come back. 

1 From Tfte ffaunrh of FenwoB, &<!. 1776.— P. C. 

' This gentleman wm edncated at Trinity College, Dnblin; 
but, haviDg wnsted his patrimony, he enlisted as a foot soldier. 
Growing tired of thBt employment, he obtained his discharge, 
and became a scribbler In the Dewspnpers. [This epitaph is 
an imitation of the French, {La Mart da Biear Etitntie,) or 
of an epigram in Swift's JUUceUiaae», sni. 373. — Fobbter.] 
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STANZAS ON WOMAN.' 

When lovely woman stoops to folly, 
And finds too late that men betray, 

What charm can sootlie her melancholy ? 
What art can wash her guilt away ? 

The only art her guEt to cover, 

To hide her shame from every eye, 

To give repentance to her lover, 
And wring his bosom, is — to die. 

1 Sco Vicar of Wakefield, e. axiv. 
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An me ! when shall I marry me ? 

Lovers are plenty, but fail to relieve me. 

He, fond youth, that could carry me, 

Offers to iove, but means to deceive me. 

But I will rally, and combat the ruiner: 

Not a look, not a smile shall my passion discover. 

She that gives all to the false one pursuing her, 

Makes but a penitent^ and loses a lover. 

1 Sir, — I BBDiljoua small production of the late Dr. Gold, 
emitb, nhich has Deror been published, and nbleh migbt per- 
hSipa hnve boentotall; lost, lind I not secured it. He intended 
jC as a, song in the character of Miss Hardcaitle, Id his admirablo 
oamedj of ' She Stoops to Conquer;' bnt it nrsj left ont, as Mrs. 
Enlkley, who plajed the part, did not sing. Ha snng it him- 
self in priFatecooipaniaa very agreeably. The tnuB la a pretty 
Itiah air, called ' The Humours of Balatoaguirj,' to which he 
told me he found it very diffienlt to adapt \tords ; bnt he haa 
succeeded very happily in these few lines. As 1 could ^g 
tba tone, and was fond of them, he was so good ea to give me 
them, about a year ago, just as I was leaving London, and 
bidding bira adieu for that season, little apprehending that it 
was a last farewell. I preserve this little reIio,in his own 
handwriting, with an affeotiooato eare. — I am. Sir, 

Your humble Servant, 

JiMES BOSWELL. 
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Weeping, murmuring, complaiaing, 
Lost to every gay delight ; 

Myra, too sincere for feigning, 

Feara th' approaching bridal night. 

Yet why impair thy hright perfection 
Or dim thy beauty with a tear? 

Had Myra followed my direction, 
She long had wanted cause of fear. 



The wretch eondemn'd with life to part, 

Still, still on hope relies ; 
And every pang that rends the heart 

Bids expectation rise. 

Hope, like the glimmering taper's light, 

Adorns and cheers the way ; 
And Still, as darker grows the night. 

Emits a brighter ray. 

' See Tke Bte, No. iu. Imitated from fha French of Saint 
Pttvin, whose poeras were oollectjvely edited in 1759. — P. C. 
' [Sae the Oratorio of The Caplmif/.'] 
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OMemobt! thou jbnd deceiver, 

Still importunate and vain; 
To former joys recurring ever, 

And tarjiing all the psist to pain; 

Thou, like the world, the oppresl oppress! 

Thy smiles increase the wretch's woe ! 
And he who wants each otter blessing. 

In Hiee must ever find a foe . 

• See the Oratorio of The Captanly. 



«jhy Google 



SONG.' 

Let schoolmasters puzzle their brain 

With grammar, and nonsense, and learning; 
Good liquor, I stoutly maintain, 

Gives genw$ a better discerning. 
Let them brag of their heathenish gods, 

Their Lethes, their Styxes, and Stjgians ; 
Their quis, and their qures, and tlieir quods, 

They're all but a parcel of pigeons, 

Toroddle, toroddle, toroil. 

When methcMlist preachers come down, 

A preaching that drinking is sinful, 
111 wager the rascals a crown, 

They always preach best with a skinful. 
But when you come down with your pence 

For a slice of their scurvy religion, 
ril leave it to all men of sense. 

But you, my good friend, are the pigeoa- 
Toroddle, toroddle, toroll. 

Then come, put the jorum about. 
And let us be merry and clever ; 

Our hearts and our liquors are stout; 
Here's the Three Jolly Pigeons for ever. 

1 from 'She Stoops to CoHquer.' 
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Let some cry up woodcock or hare, 

Your bustards, your dueka, and your widgeons ; 
But of all the birds in tlie air, 

Here's a iealfb to the three jolly pigeons. 

Toroddle, loroddle, toroU. 

Note. — We drank tea with the ladiaa, and Gnldsmitb eaug 
Tony LuiupkiD3^ song in his comedy, and a, very pretty one^ Lo 
an Irish tune (The Humonra of BaUanagairy), which he had 
designed for Misa Uardoaatle ; but BS Mrs. Sulkley, who 
played the part, muld not dog, it was left out. He after- 
varda wrote it down for mo, by which meana it waa pre^rved, 
and now appeoia among his poema. 

Bosuxll's Jahnium, V. U. p, 217 
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fhis is a poem 1 This u a copy of versea ! ' 

Took mandate I got, 
You may all go (o pot ; 
Had your senses been right, 
You'd have sent before night ; 
As I hope fo be saved, 
I put off being shaved ; 
For I could not make bold. 
While the matter was cold, 
To meddie io suds, 
Or to put on my duds ; 
So teli Horneek and Neabitt. 
And Baker and his bit, 
And Kauffman beside, 
And the Jeasamy bride,'' 
With the rest of the crew, 
TheX 



' Written about the year If B9, in reply to an invitation to 
dinner at Dr. afterwards Sir George Bakar's (d. 1809.) to meet 
the Misses Homeck, Angelii^a Kaufiraan, Misa ReynoldB, Sir 
Joshua Reynolds, and others. For the ahove versea, first 
pnblished in 1637, the reader is indebted to Major General 
Sir Henry Bunbury, Bart. P. 0. 

2 Miss Miiry Homeok, afterwards Mrs. Gvryn, She ilii-J 
in 1840, !iged 88. P. C. 
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Little Comedy'a^ face, 
And the Captain in lace.* 
{By the hye you may tell him, 
I have something to sell him ; 
Of use I insist, 
When he comes to enlist. 
Your worships must know 
That a few days ago. 
An order went out 
For the foot guards so stout 
To wear tails in high tasl«, 
Twelve inches at least: 
Xow I've got him a scale 
To measure each tail. 
To lengthen a short tail, 
And a long one to curtail.) — 

Tet how can I when vest, 
Thus stray from my text ? 
Tell each other to rue 
Your Devonshire crew, 
For sending so late 
To one of my state. 
But -'tis Reynolds's way 
From wisdom to stray, 

' MiBS Catherine Horneek, afterwards (ITTl) Mrs. Bnnbnry, 
Her portrait by Sic Joshua, one of his finest works, is now at 
Bowood. 

3 Ensign (afterwards General) Homeolt, son of Mrs. 
Homeck, widow of Captain Eane Horneek. 
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And Angelica's whim 
To be frolick like liim, 
But, alas ! your good worships, how could they be 

When both have been spoil'd in to-day's Adver- 
tiser ? * 

Oliver Goldsjijth. 

1 The fbllowing is the compliment allndsd to:— 
" While foir Angelica, with matchless grace, 
Faints Conway's lovely form and Stanhope's facci 
Onr hearts to beauty will in g homage pay, 
Wb pnuBs, admire, and gaze onr souls away. 
But when the likBuess she bath done for thee, 
Beynoldsl with astonishment we see, 
Forced to submit, with all our pride we own, 
Snoh strength, such hatmony eaoeli'd by nouB, 
And thou art rlvall'd hy thyself oJoue." 
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Madam ; I read your letter with all tLat allow- 
ancB which critical candour could require, but 
after all find so much to object la, and so much to 
raise ray indignation, that I cannot help giving it 
a serious answer, I am not so ignorant, Madam, 
as not to see there are many sarcasms contained 
in it, and solecisms also, (solecism is a word that 
comes from the town of Soleis in Attica among 
the Greeks, built by Solon, and applied as we use 
the word K!idderminsl«r for curtains from a town 
also of that name ; but this is learning you have 
no taste for.) — 1 say. Madam, there are sarcasms 
in it and solecisms also. But, not to seem an ill- 
natured critic, I'll take lease to quote your own 
words, and give you my remarks upon them as 
they occur. Tou begin as follows : — 

"I hopa, my good Doctor, you soon will be here, 
And your spring velvet coat very smart will appear. 
To open our ball tha first day in the year." 

Pray, Madam, where did you ever find the 

t See note I. p. 162. An invitation from Mr. and Mrs. 
Buabary,in a rhyming and jocular strain, to spend some time 
vilh them at their scat at Barton hi Suffolk, brottght from 
the Poet the above reply, printed for the firsl time in 1837 
by Mesara. Prior and Wright, thoogb vnittea in 1T7Z. P. C. 
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epithet "good" applied to the title of Doctor? 
Had you called me learned Doctor, or grave 
Doctor, or noble Doctor, it might he allowable, 
because they belong to the profession. But, not 
to cavil at trifles, you talk of my spring velvet 
coat, ajid advise me to wear it the first day in the 
year, that is in the middle of winter ; — a spring 
velvet in the middle of winter ! ! ! That would 
be a solecism indeed ; and yet, to increase the in- 
consistence, in another part of your letter you call 
me a beau : now, on one side or olier, yon must 
be wrong. If I am a beau, I can never think of 
wearing a spring velvet in winter; and if I am 
not a beau — why — then — that explains itself. But 
let me go on to your two next strange lines : — 

if; that is modish and gnj, 
re making of hay." 

The absurdity of making hay at Christmas yon 
youraelf seem- sensible of; you say your sister 
will laugh, and so indeed she well may. The 
Latins have an expression for a contemptuous 
sort of laughter, Naso contemnere adunco ; that is, 
to laugh with a crooked nose ; she may laugh at 
you in the manner of the ancients if she thinks 
fiL — But now I am come to the most extraordi- 
nary of all extraordinary propositions, which is, to 
take your and your sister's advice in playing at 
loo. The pre.sumption of the offer raises my in- 
dignation beyond the bounds of prose; it inspires 
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me at once with verse and resentment, I take 
advice I And from whom ? You stall tear. 

First let me suppose, wliat may shortly be true. 
The company set and the word to be — loo ; 
All smirking and pleasant and big with adventure, 
And ogling tlie stake which is fixed in the centre, 
liound and round go the cards, while I inwardly 

At never once finding a visit from pam ; 
I lay down my stake apparently cool, 
"While the harpies about me all pocket tie pool ; 
I fret in my gizzard, get cautious and sly, 
I wish aU my friends may be bolder than I; 
Yet Btill they sit snug j not a creature will aim. 
By losing their money, to venture at fame. 
'Tis in vain that at niggardly caution I scold, 
'Tis in vain that I flatter the brave and the bold ; 
All play their own way, and they think me an ass ; 
"What does Mrs. Bunbury ? I, Sir ? I pass. 
Pray what does Miss Horneck? Take courage, 

come, do ! 
Who, I ? Let me see. Sir ; why I must pass too. 
Mrs. Bunbury frets, and I fret like the Devil, 
To see them so cowardly, lucky, and civil ; 
Yet still I sit snug, and continue to sigh on. 
Till made by my losses as bold as a lion. 
I venture at all ; while my avarice regards 
The whole pool as my own. Come, give me five 

cards. 
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Well done ! cry the ladies ; ah ! Doctor, that's good, 
The pool's very rich. Ah ! the Doclor is loo'd. 
Thus foil'd in my courage, on all sides perplext, 
I ask for advice from, tie lady that's next. 
Pray, Ma'am, be so good as to give your advice ; 
Don't you think the best way is to venture for 'c 

I advise, cries the kdy, to try it I own ; 
Ah ! the Doctor is loo'd. Come Doctor, put down. 
Thus playing and playing I siill grow more eager, 
And so hold and so hold, I'm at last a bold beggar. 
Now, ladies, I ask if law matters you're skilled in, 
Whether crimes such as yours should not come 

before Fielding ; 
For giving advice that is not worth a straw. 
May well be called picking of pockets m law ; 
And picking of pockets with which I now charge 

' ye, 

Is by Quinto Elizabeth, death without clergy. 
What justice, when both to the Old Bailey brought ! 
By the gods I'll enjoy it^ tho' 'tis but in thought ! 
Both are placed at the bar wilh all proper decorum, 
With bunches of fennel and nosegays before 'em ; 
Both cover their faces with mobs and all that. 
But the Judge bids them angrily take ofT their hat. 
When uncover'd, a buzz of inquiry goes round, 
Pray what are their crimes ? They've been pil- 
fering found. 
But, pray whom have they pilfor'd ? A Doctor, 
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Whal, joa solemn-faced odd-looking man that 

stands near ? 
The same. What a pity ! How does it surprise 

Two handsomer culprits I never set eyes on ! 

Then their friends all come round me with cring- 
ing and leering, 

To melt me to pity and soften my swearing. 

First Sir Charles advaoces with phrases well 
strung, 

Consider, dear Doctor, the girls are hut young. 

The younger the worse, I return him again. 

It shows that their habits are all dyed in grain; 

But then tliey're so handsome, one's bosom it 
grieves : 

What signifies handsome when people are thieves ! 

But where is your justice ? Their cases are hard ; 

What signifies justice ? — I want the reward. 

There's the parish of Edmonton offers forty 
pounds — There's the parish of St. Leonard, Shore- 
ditch, offers forty pounds — There's the parish of 
Tyburn, from the Hog in the Pound to St. Giles's 
Watchhouse, offers forty pounds — I shall liave all 
that if I convict them. — 

But consider fJieir case, it may yet be your own, 
And see how they kneel ; is your heart made of 

stone ? 
This moves ; so at last I agree to relent. 
For ten pounds in hand and ten pounds to be spent. 
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I challenge you all to answer this. I tell you, 
you cannot. It cuts deep ; but now for the rest 
of the letter ; and next— but I want room. — So I 
believe I shall battle the rest outsat Barton some 
day next week. — I don't value you alL 

o. G. 
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. PROLOGUE ■WRITTEN AND SPOKEN EY 
THE POET LABEBITJS, 



What ! no way left to shun th' inglorious stage. 
And save from infamy ray sinking age ! 
Scarce half alive, oppress'd with many a year, 
What in the name of dotage drives me here ? 
A time there was, when glory was my guide, 
Nor force nor fraud could turn my steps aside ; 
TJnaw'd by power, and unappaU'd by fear. 
With honest thrift I held my honour dear : 
But this Tile hour diaperaea all my store, 
And all my hoard of honour is no more ; 
For, ah ! too partial to my life's decline, 
Cffisar persuades, submission must be mine; 
Him I obey, whom Heaveh itself obeys. 
Hopeless of pleasing, yet inclin'd to please. 
Here then at once I welcome every shame, 
And cancel at threescore a hfe of fame : 



1 This tranalation was first priDted 


inoue of ouranlho 


earliest works; 'The Present State 


of Polite Learning 


Europe,' 12mo. 1759. 
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Ng more my titles shall raj children tell, 
The old buffooQ will fit my name as well ; 
This day beyond its term my fate extends, 
For life is ended when our honour ends.'' 

5 See Macrobii Sst-jm. lib. ii. 0. yii. p. 369, ed. Zeanii 
Odldsmitii baa translated, or ratkor imUated, only the first 
fifteen lines of the Prologua, ending, — 

' Uno plua visi roihi quam vivendum fuit.' 
I venttirB to add the remainder; — 

Too lavish still in guod or evil honr, 
To show to man the ompire of thj power, 
^Fortune, at thy wild impetuous swaj, 
The blossoms of mj fame must drop away. 
Then was tlie time the obedient plaot to ftrain 
When life was warm in every vigorous leio, 
To monld ;oung nature to thy plastio skill. 
And bend my pliant boybaid to thy will. 
So might I hope applauding crowds to bear, 
Catoh the quick smile, and his attentive ear. 
But, ah! for what host thou reserv'd my ngel 
Say, how can I eipeot the approving Btogel 
Fled is the bloom of joutb — the manly air— 

Sone is the voice, whose clear and silver tone 
The enraptur'd theatre would love to own. 
Ab olasping ivy chokea the eoonmhet'd tree, 
Sn age with foul embrace has ruin'd me. 
Thou, and the loiub, Laberius, art the Ean^e, 
Empty witbin, what hast thou but a darnel 



«ihy Google 



PROLOGUE TO ZOBEIDE. 



In these bold times, when learning's sons explore 

The dislant climates, and the savage shore; 

When wise astronomers to India steer, 

And quit for Venus many a brighter here ; 

While botanists, all cold to smiles and dimpling. 

Forsake the fair, and patiently — go simpling ; 

When every bosom swells with wondroua scenes, 

Prieala, cannibals, and hoity-toity queens, 

Our bard into the general spirit enters. 

And fits his little frigate for adventures. 

With Scythian stores, and trinkets deeply laden. 

He this way steers hia course, in hopes of trading; 

Yet, ere he lands, he has order'd me before 

To make an observation on the shore. 

Where are we driven ? our reckoning sure is lost ! 

This seems a rocky and a dangerous coast. 

Lord, what a sultry climate am I under ! 

Yon ill-foreboding cloud seems big with thunder. 

{ Upper gallery.) 
There mangroves spread, and larger than I've 

^pit) 

Here trees of stately size — and turtles in 'em ; 

{^Balconies.) 
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Here ill-conditioned oranges abound — 

And apples, bitter apples, strew the ground: 

(Tasting them.) 
The place is uninhabited I fear ; 
I heard a hissing — there are serpents here ! 
Oh there the natives are, a dreadful race ; 
The men have tails, the women paint the face. 
No doubt they're all barbaiians. — Yes, 'tis so; 
I'll try to nuke palaver with them though. 

(Making signs.) 
'Tis best, however, keeping at a distance. 
" Good savages, our Captain craves assistance. 
Our ship's well stor'd — in yonder creek we've 

laid her, 
His honour is no mercenary trader. 
This is his first adventure, lend him aid. 
Or you may chance to spoil a thriving trade. 
His goods, he hopes, are prime, and brought from 

Equally fit for gallantry and war," 
What, no reply to promises so ample ? 
I'd best step back, and order up a sample.^ 

1 Zobeiik, a Tragedy, by Joseph Cradook, Esq., was first 
represented at Covent Garden, on the lOtli of December, 17T1, 
and was well received. The text here given ia that of tlia 
tWrd edition of 2bie*fe, 1772."— P. C. 
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EPaOGUB Sl'OKEN BY MR, LEE LEAVES, 



Hold I prompter, hold I a word before your non- 



rd speak a word or two, to ease my c 
My pride forbids it ever should be said, 
My iieels eclips'd the bonours of my head ; 
That I found humour in apyeliald vest, 
Or ever thought that jumping was a jest. 

[^Takes off his mask. 
"Whence, and what art thou, visionary birth? 
Nature disowns, and reason scorns, thy mirth; 
In thy black aspect every passion sleeps, 
The joy that dimples, and the woe that weeps. 
How hast thou fill'd the scene with all thy brood 
Of fools pursuing, and of fools pursu'dl 
Wlose ins and outs no ray of sense discloses ; 
Whose only plot it is to break our noses ; 
Whilst from below the trapdoor demons rise. 
And from above the dangling deities: 
Juid shall I mix in this unhallow'd crew ? 
May rosin'd lightning blast me if I do ! 
No — I will act, ni vindicate the stage : 
Shakespeare himself sliall feel my ti-agic rage. 
Off! off, vile trappings I a new passion reigns ; 
The maddening monarch revels in my veins. 
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Oh ! for a Rictard's voice to catch the theme : 
' Give me another horse! bind up my wounds! — 

soft — 'twas hut a dream.' 
Ay, 'twas but a dream, for now there 'a no re- 
treating ; 
If I cease Harlequin, 1 ceaae from eating. 
'Twas thus that ^sop's stag, a creature blameless, 
Yet something vain, like one that shall be nameless, 
Once on the margin of a fountain stood. 
And cavill'd at his image in the flood. 
' The deuce confound,' he cries, ' these drumstick 

shanks ! 
They never have my gratitude nor thanks ; 
They 're perfectly disgraceful ! strike me dead I 
But for a head, yes, yes, I have a head: 
How piercing is that eye ! how sleek that hrow ! 
My horns — I'm told horns are the fashion now.' 
Whilst thus he spoke, astonish'd, to his view. 
Near, and more near, the hounds and huntsmen 

' Hoicks I hark forward ! ' came thundering from 

behind : 
He bounds aloft, outstrips the fleeting wind ; 
He quits the woods, and tries the beaten ways ; 
He starts, he pants, he takes the circling maze. 
At length his silly head, eo priz'd before. 
Is taught his former folly to deplore ; 
"Whilst his strong limbs conspire to set him free, 
Ajid at one bound he saves himself — like me. 
[ TaHng a jvunp through the stage-door. 
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EPILOGTIE TO THE COMEDY OP THE 
SISTER.i 

What? five long acts — and all to make us wiser! 
Our authoress sure has wanted an adviser. 
Had she consulted me, she should have made 
Her moral play a speaiing masquerade ; 
"Warm'd up each bustling scene, and, in her rage, 
Have emptied all the green room on the stage. 
My life on't, this had kept her play from sinking ; 
Have pleas'd our eyes, and sav'd the pain of 

thinking. 
Well, since she thus has shown her want of skill, 
What if I give a masquerade ? — I will. 
But how? ay, there's the rub ! (^paustng^ — I've 

got my cue : 
The wosld 's a masquerade ! the masquers, you, 

you, you. [_To Boxes, Pit, and Gallery. 
Lud I what a group the motley scene discloses I 
False wits, false wives, false vir^ns, and false 

spouses ! 
Statesmen with hridlea on; and, close beside 'em. 
Patriots in party-colour'd suits that ride 'em. 

1 Tti Sislir] A comeSy bj Mrs. Charlotte Leonoi, 1769, 
taten ftom the autboreas'a own oorel, ' Henrietta.' It was 
performed only one night. The author of the Biographia 
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There Hebea, turn'd of fifty, try once more 
To raise a flame in Cupids of threescore; 
These in their turn, with appetites as keen, 
Deserting fifty, fasten on fifteen. 
Miss, not yet full fifteen, with fire uncommon, 
FHnga down her sampler, and taies up the woman ; 
The little urchin smiles, and spreads her lure, 
And tries to kill, ere she's got power to cure. 
Thus 'tis with all : their chief and constant care 
Is to seem every thing — hut what they are. 
Yon broad, bold, angry spark, I fix my eye on, 
Who seems to have robb'd his vizor from the lion ; 
Who frowns, and tails, and swears, with round 

parade, 
Looking, as who should say, — Dam'me! who's 

afraid? \_Mimicking. 

Strip hut this vizor off, and sure I am 
You'll find hia lionship a very lamh. 
Ton politician, famous in debate. 
Perhaps, to vulgar eyes, bestrides the state ; 
Yet, when he deigns his real shape t' assume, 
He turns old woman, and bestrides a broom. 
Ton patriot, too, who presses on your sight, 
And-seems, to every gazer, all in white, 
If with a bribe his candour you attack, [black ! 
He bows, turns round, and whip — the man's in 
Ton critic, too, — but whither do I run ? 
If I proceed, our bard will be undone ! 
Well, then, a truce, since she requests it too : 
Do you spare her, and V\\ for once spare you. 
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EPILOGUE TO THE GOOD-NATURED MAN." 



As pufBug quacks some caitiff wretch procure 
To swear the pill, or drop, has wrought a cure, 
Thus, on the stage, our playwrights still depend 
For Epilogues and Prologues on some friend, 
Who knows each art of coaxing up the town. 
And makes full many a hitter pill go down. 
Conscious of this, our hard has gone about, 
And teas'd each rhyming friend to help him ouL 
'All Epilogue, — things can't go on without it; 
It could not fail, would you but set about it.' 
'Young man,' cries one, (a bard laid up in clover,) 
'Alas, young man, my writing days are over ; 
Let boys play tricks, and kick the straw, not I ; 
Your brother Doctor there, perhaps, may try,' 
• What, I ! dear Sir,' the Doctor interposes ; 
' What, plant my thistle, Sir, among his roses ! 
No, no, I've other contests to maintmn ; 
To-night I head our troops at Wai wick-lane.' 

1 The Bnthor, in eKpeotntion ot an Epilogue from a friend 
at Osford, deferred writing one liimMlf till the very last honr. 
What is here offered owK all its success to the graoel\il man- 
ner of the Bctreaa who spoke it.— GiMmiih. 

2 Where the College of Pliysicians then stood. 
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Go ask your manager.' — ' Who, me ! Tour pardon : 
These things are not our forte at Coyent-Gardea.' 
Our author's friends, thus plac'd at happy distance, 
Give him good words indeed, but no assistance. 
As some unhappy wight at some new piay, 
At the pit door stands elbowing away, 
While oft, with many a smile, and many a shrugs 
lie eyes the centre, where his fnends sit snug; 
His simpering friends, with pleasure in their eyes, 
Sink as he sinks, and as he rises rise ; 
He nods, they nod ; he cringes, they grimace ; 
But not a soul will budge to gise hira place. 
Since then, unhelp'd, our hard must now conform 
" To bide the pelting of this pitiless sfonn," 
Blame where you must, he candid where you can, 
And be ea^h critic the GooA^atw'd Man. 
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EPILOGUE TO THE COMEDY OF ' 
STOOPS TO CONQUER.' 



Well, having stoop'd to conquer with success, 
And gain'd a husband without aid from dress, 
Still, a3 a barmaid, I could wish it too, 
As I have conquer'd him, to conquer you; 
And let me say, for all your resolulion, 
That pretty barmaids have done execution. 
Our life is all a play, compos'd to please ; 
' We have out exits and our entrances.' 
The first act shows the simple country maid, 
Harmless and young, of every tbing afraid ; 
Blushes when hir'd, and, with unmeaning action, 
'I hope as how to give you satisfaction.' 
Her second act displays a livelier scene, — 
Th' unblushing barmaid of a countryinn. 
Who whisks about the house, at market caters. 
Talks loud, coquets the guests, and scolds the 

waiters. 
Next the scene shifts to town, and there she soars. 
The chop-house toast of ogling connoisseurs. 
On 'squires and cits she there displays her arts, 
And on tlie gridiron broils her lovers' hearts ; 
And as she smiles, her triumphs to complete, 
n-councilmen forget to eat. 
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The fourth act shows her wedded to the 'squire, 
Anil madam now hegins to hold it higher; 
Pretends to taste, at operas cries caro! 
And quits her Nancj Dawson for Gke Faro. 
Dotes upon dancing, and, in all ter pride. 
Swims round the room, the Heinel"- of Cheapsidej 
Ogles and leera with artificial skill, 
Till, haying lost in age the power to kill, 
She sits all night at cards, and ogles at spadille. 
Such, through our lives, the eventful history 1 
The fifth and last act still remains for me : 
The barmaid now for your protection prays. 
Turns female barrister, and pleads for bays. 

i MadHine Heiiiel was a favorite dancer ux Loudon when 
this Epilogue was spoken.— P. C. 
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INTENDED EPILOGUE TO " SHE STOOPS TO 
CONQUBE." 



Enter Mrs. Bulkley, nho ourtsies very low, as beginoiJg 
speak. Then eater Mies Catle;, nliu elands full before he 
and ourtsies to the aodience. 



Hold, Ma'am, your pardon. What's your busi- 
ness here ? 



The Epilogue. 
The Epilogue? 
Yea, the Epilogue, my dear. 



Sure you mistake, Ma'am. The Epilogue, / 
bring it. 



Excuse me, Ma'am. The author bid w 



Ye beaux and belles, that form this splendid ring, 
Suspend your conversation while I sing, 
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Why, sure the girl 's beside herself: an Epilogue 

of singing ? 
A hopeful end indeed to such a blest heginning. 
Besides, a singer in a comic set ! 
Excuse me, Ma'am, I know the etiquette. 

What if we leave it to the House? 

The House ! — Agreed. 



And she, whose party 's largest, shall proceed. 
And first, I hope, you'll readily agree 
I've all the critics and the wits for me. 
They, I am sure, will answer my commands: 
Ye candid judging few, hold up your hands. 
What ! no return ? I find, too late, I fear. 
That moderD judges seldom enter here. 

I'm for a different set, — old men, whose trade is 
Still to gallant and dangle with the ladies. 

Who mump their passion, and who, grimly smiling, 
Still thns address the fair with voice beguiling : 



h, Google 



Turu, my fairest, turn, if ever 
Strephon eaugtt thy ravish'd eye ; 
Pity take on yoar swain so cleyer, 
Wlio without your aid must die- 
Tea, I shall die, hu, hu, hii, hu ! 
Tes, I must die, ho, ho, ho, ho ! 

Da Capo. 



Let all the old pay homage to your merit; 

Give me the young, the gay, the men of spirit. 

Te travell'd tribe, ye macaroni train, 

Of French friseurs, and nosegays, justly vain, 

"Who take a trip lt> Paris once a year 

To dress, and look like awkward Frenchmen 

Lend me your hands — Oh ! fatal news to tel! : 
Their hands are only lent to the Heinel.' 



Ay, take your travellers — travellers indeed I 
Give me my bonny Scot, that travels from the 

Tweed. 
Where are the chiels ? Ah ! aii, I well discern 
The smiling looks of each bewitching bairn. 

AiH — A honny young lad is my Jockey. 

Ill sing to amuse you by night and by day, 
And he unco meiTy when you are but gay ; 
1 [A fnvorite dHncer.] 
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When you with your bagpipes are ready to play, 
My voice shall be ready to carol away 

With Sandy, and Sawney, and Jockey, 
With Sawney, and Jarvie, and Jockey. 



Ye gamesters, who, so eager in pursuit. 
Make but of ail your fortune one va loule: 
Ye jockey tribe, whose stock of words are few, 
'I hold the odda. — Done, done, with you, with 

you:' 
Ye barristers, so fluent with grimace, — 
' My Lord, your Lordship misconceives the case : ' 
Doctors, who cough and answer every misfortuner, 
' I wish I'd been call'd in a little sooner ; ' 
Assist my cause with hands and voices hearty, 
Come, end the contest here, and aid my party. 



Te brave Irish lads, hark away to the craet, 
Assist me, I pray, in this woful attack; 
For sure I don't wrong you, you seldom are slack. 
When the ladies are calling, to blush, and hang 
back. 
For you're always polite and attentive. 
Still to amuse us inventive, 
And death is your only preventive : 
Your hands and your voices for me. 
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Well, Madam, wliat if, after all tliis sparring, 
We both agree, like friends, to end our jarring? 



And that our friendship may remain unbroken, 
What if we leave the Epilogue unspoken ? 



And now, with late repentance, 
Unepilogued the poet waits his sentence. 
Condemn the stubhorn fool who can't submit 
To thrive by flattery, though he starves by w 
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ANOTHER INTENDED EPILOGUE TO ■ 
STOOPS TO CONQUEE." 



There is a place — so Ariosto sings — 

A treasury for lost and missing things ; 

Lost human wits have places there assign'd them, 

And they who lose their senses, there maj find 

But Where's this place, this storehouse of the age? 
The moon, says he ; — but I afQrm, the stage : 
At least, in many things, I think I see 
His lunar and our mimic world agree. 
Both shine at night; for, but at Foote's alone. 
We scarce exhibit till the sun goes down ; 
Both prone to change, no settled limils fix. 
And sure the folks of both are lunatics. 
But, in this parallel, my best pretence is, 
That mortals visit l>oth to find their aecse*- 
To this strange spot, rakes, macaronies, cita. 
Come thronging to collect their scattered witS. 
The gay coquette, who ogles all the day. 
Comes here at night, and goes a prude away. 
Hither the affected city dame advancing. 
Who sighs for operas, and dotes on dancing. 
Taught by our art her ridicule to pause on, 
Quits the Ballet, and calls for Nancy Dawson. 
The gamester, too, whose wit's all high or low, 
Oft risks kis fortune on one desperate throw, 
12 
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Come here to saunter, having matle his bets, 
Finds his lost senses out^ and pays his dehts. 
The Mohawk, too, with angry phrases stor'd, 
As ' Dam'me, sir,' and ' Sir, I wear a sword,' 
Here lesson'd for a while, and hence retreating. 
Goes out, affronts his man, and takes a beating. 
Here come the sons of scandal and of news. 
But find no sense — for they had none to lose. 
Of all the tribe here wanting an adviser, 
Our author 's the least likely to grow wiser ; 
Has he not seen how you your favour place 
On sentimental queens and lords in lace ? 
Without a star, a coronet, or garter, 
How can the piece expect or hope for quarter? 
No high-life scenes, no sentiment; the creature 
Still stoops among the low to copy nature. 
Yes, he's far gone : — and yet some pity fix ; 
The Enghsh laws forbid to puDish lunatics.^ 

1 Presented in MS., among other papers, tc Dt. Percy, by 
the Poet, and first priiited in MUceUmeim Warh, 1801— P. C. 
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(Sea Citizen of the World, L. B5.) It is the basintss of the 
Btage-poet to natch tlie appearnnca of eier; now pUjor at his 

of newspaper verees. In these, nature and the actor may be 
Bet to run races, the player always coming off vietcrious; or 
nature may mistake him for herself; or old Shalrespaare ma/ 
put on hia winding-sheet, and pay him a visit; or the tuneful 
Nine may strike up their harps in his praise; or, should it 
happen Ihj be an actress, Yenus, the heauteoue Queen of Love, 
and the naked Graces, are ever in waiting. The ladj must bo 

herself a goddess bred and bam ; she must but you shall 

have a speoimen of one of these poems, which may uonyey a 



ON SEEING MRS. PERFORM IN THE 

CHARACTER OP 

FoK you, bright fair, the Kliie address their lays, 
And tune my feeble voice to sing thy praise. 
The heartfelt power of every charm divine, 
Who can withstand their all-commaDdiDg shine? 
See how she moves along with every grace, 
While soul-brought tears steal down each shining 
face. 
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She speaks ! 'tia rapture all, and nameless bliss, 
Ye gods ! what transport e'er compar'd to this ! 
As when, in Paphian groves, the Queen of Love 
With fond complaint address'd the listening Jove ; 
'Twas joy and endless blisses all around, 
And roclw forgot their hardness at the sound. 
Then first, at last even Jove was taken in, 
And felt her charms, without disguise, witiiin. 



{V. Citizen of the World, L. 106.) lam amazed that none 
have jet fuund out the seorat of flattering the northlesa, nod 
jet of preserving a aaft oonacieiioe. I have often wished tor 
some method by nhieh a mun tolght do bimself und bis de- 
ooBsed patron jnetiee, without being ondei the halefal rcproaeli 
of Belf-conviction. After long lucnbration, I have hit upon 
BBCh on ejpedient, and send jou the specimen of a poem upon 
the decease of a great man, in which the flattery is perfectly 



ON THE BBATH OF THE EIGHT HON. ■ 

Ye Muses, pour the pitying tear 
For Pollio snatch'd away ; 

Oh 1 had he liv'd another year, — 
He had not died to-day. 

Oh I were he bom to bless mankind 

In virtuous times of yore, 
Heroes themselves had fallen behind — 

Whene'er he went before. 
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How sad the groves and plains appear, 

And sympattetic sheep ! 
Even pitying hills would drop a tear, — 

If hills could learn to weep. 

His bounty, in exalted strain, 
Each hard might well display ; 

Since none implor'd relief in vain — 
That went reliev'd away. 

And hark ! I hear the tuneful throng 

His ohsequies forbid: 
He still shall live, shall live as long — 

As ever dead man did. 



(V. CitiMn of the World, L. 113.) Tbe weapon oLiefly used 



□OES CD both sides. The first Ihat cams 01 
nas 3, kind of new composition in this i 
properlj be called aa epigrammatio thesi 
It conEists, GrEt, of an nrgament In prose; 
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AN EPIGRAM, 



Let not the hungry Bavius' angry stroke 
Awake resentment, or your rage provoke ; 
But, pitying his distress, let virtue ^ shine, 
And giving each your bounty,^ let Mm dine. 
For thus retain'd, as learned counsel can, 
Each case, however had, he '11 new j apan ; 
And, by a quick transition, plainly show 
'Twas no defect of yours, but pocket low, 
That caus'd his putrid kennel to o'erflow. 

The last linee are certainly eieouted in a very maaterly mim- 
ner: it is of that apecica of argumeDlation called tlie perplex- 
ing. It effectually Dinga lie antagonist into a tQiat; there's 
no [Uisirering it : the laugh 'n raised against bim, while he a 
endeavouring to find out the jest. At onoe he shuwa that the 
author has a kennel, and that this kennel ia putrid, and that 
this putrid hcnnel overflows. But why does it overflow' It 
overilowB booause the author happens to have low pockets. 
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There was bIbo another new attempt in thia way, a prosaic 
epigram, wbioh oiuae out upon thia oocasiun. This is bo full 
of matter, that a critic might split it into fifteen epigrams, 
each properlj fitted with ita sling. You shall see it; — 

TO G. C. AND R. L. 

'TwAS you, or I, or he, or all together, 

'Twas one, both, three of them, they know not 

whether ; 
This, I believe, between us great or small, 
You, I, he, wrote it not — 'twas Churchill's all. 

There, there is a perplex! I oould hare wished to have 
made it quila perfect; the anthor, aa in the case before, had 
added notes. Almost every word admits a scholium, and a 
long one too. I, TOU, HE. Suppose a stranger should ask. 
And who are youl Hera are throe obscare persons spoken of, 
Uiat may in a short time be attarij forgotten. Their names 
shonld eonsequentl J have been written in not«fl at the bottom; 
but when the reader oomes to the words grral and small, the 
maie ia ineitricabie. Here the stranger may dive for a mys- 
tery, without ever reaching the bottom. Let him know, then, 
that small is a word poorly introduced to make good rhyme, 
and greal was a very proper word to keep small company. 

This was denoted a^nst tbe trimnTirate of frienda, Churohill, 
Colman, and Lloyd. 
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In all my Enna's beauties blest, 
Amidst profusion still I pine ; 

For though she gives me up her breast, 
Its panting tenant is not mine, 
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" You should hava given ine jonr opiflion of the deaigu of 
the heroi-comical poom which I sent you; ymi remeniber I 
iutendBd to iatroducB the hero of the poem as Ijiug lu a 
paltry ale-houae. You may take the following specimen of 
the maaner, which I flatter myself is qnile original'. The 
room in which he lies may be described somowhat in this 



The wiadow, patch'd wilh paper, lent a ray, 
That feebly show'd the state ia which he lay. 
The sanded floor that grits beneath the treail, 
The humid wall with paltry pictures spread ; 
The game of goose was there exposed to view, 
And the twelve rules the royal martyr drew ; 
The seasons, fram'd with listing, found a place, 
And Prussia's monarch show'd his lampblack face. 
The mora was cold ; he views with keen desire 
A rusty grate, unconscious of a fire: 
An unpaid reckoning on the frieze was scor'd, 
And five crack'd teacups dress'd the chimney board. 



Not with that face, so servile and so gay, 
Tliat welcomes every stranger that can pay ; 
With sulky eye he smok'd the patient man, 
Then pull'd his breeches tight, and flius begar 

1 Letter to the Rev. Henry Goldsmith, 
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Chaste are their instincts, faithful is their fire, 
No foreign beauty tempts to false desire ; 
Tiie snow-white vesture, and the glittering crown, 
The simple plumage, or the glossy down. 
Prompt not their lores — the patriot bird pursues 
His well-acquainted tints, and kindred hues. 
Hence through their tribes no mix'd polluted flame, 
No monster breed to mark the groves with shame ; 
But the chaste blackbird, to its partner true, 
Thinks black alone is beauty's favourite hue. 
The nightingale, with mutual passion blest. 
Sings to its mate, and nightly charms the rest. 
While the dark owl lo court its partner flies, 
And owns its offspring in their yellow eyes.^ 

■ See Qoldamitt's An. Nat. Tol. t. p. 212. 



«jhy Google 



LINES ATTRIBUTED TO DR. GOLDSMITH, 



E'ek have you seen, bath'd in the morning dew. 

The budding rose its infant bloom display : 
When first its virgin tints unfold to view, 

It shrinks, and scarcely trusts the blaze of day. 

So soft, so delicate, so sweet she came. 

Youth's damask glow just dawning on her 
cheek ; 

I gaz'd, I sigh'd, I caught the tender flame, 
Felt the fond pang, and droop'd with passion 
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VIDA'S GAME OF CHESi 



OLIVBB GOLDSMITH. 



BOLTOH CORNEY, ESQ. 
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B the difTerences of Dome nclBtnre bet ween 
Vida'E chessmen and our own. It has occnslonat interlinen- 
tiona and corrections, but mther snch fts would occnr in tran- 
Bcripdoii, tlmnin a lirst or original copy. Sometimes, indeed, 
uhoics Rppears to have bean mnde (as at page 39} between 
two words equally suitable to the sense and verse, as ' to ' for 

to words or lines BcoidBntnllv omitted and replaced. The 
triplet Is alway carefully inarkc . ; and tliougli it is seliioiD 
found In any other of uoldsmitli's poems, I am disposed Co 
regard its frequent recurrence, hero, as even helping id some 
degree to esplain the motive wfaioh had led him to the trial 
of an eiperinienc in rhyme comparatively new to hhn. If we 
suppose nim, half consciously it may be, tahlBg up the man- 
ner of the great master of translation, Drydeo, who was at all 
times so much a favourite with him, he would at leasC be less 
apt to fall short In so marlied a pecnliaiitv, than to err 
perbapc a little on the side of excess; thougfl I am far from 
tbinkmg such to he the result in the present instance. The 
effect of the whole translation Ib very pleasing to me, and the 
mock heroic effect I Uiiuls not a little assisted by the reiter- 
ated use of the triplet and Alexandrine. As to aiy evidences 
of authorship denviAIe from the appearance of the mnnu 
script, I will only add another word. The tines in the Cmns- 
latloQhave beeu carefullycoanted, and the number is marked 
in Ooldsmith's hand at the close of hla IrEusoription. Such 
a thct is, of course, only to be taken in aid of other proof; but 
a man is not generally at the pains of counting, — still less, I 
sbould say, in such a case as Goldsmith's, of elaborately 

ijrdth, n. 335. 

There had been an earlier translation of the poem by 
George Jeffreys, <4to. ITSfl,) but it is very inferior to the 
translation whicli Mr. Cornev has now enabled me to reprint. 
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VIDA'S GAME OF CHESS. 



Akmibb of boi that sportively engage, 

And mimic real battles in their rage, 

Pleased I recount; how, smit with glory'a charms, 

Two mighty monarcha met in adverse arms, 

Sable and white : assist me to explore, 

Te Serian Nymphs, what ne'er was sung before. 

No path appears ; yet resolute I stray 

Where youth undaunted bids me force my way. 

O'er rocks and cliffs while I the task pursue, 

Guide me, ye Nymphs, with your unerring clue. 

For you the rise of this diversion know, 

Tou first were pleased in Italy to show 

This studious sport; from Scacchis was its name. 

The pleasing record of your sister's fame. 

When Jove through Ethiopia's parch'd extent 
To grace the nuptials of old Ocean went^ 
Each god was there ; and mirth and joy around 
To shores remote diffused their happy sound. 
Then when their hunger and their thirst no more 
Cfaim'd their attention, and the feast was o'er, 
Ocean, with pastime to divert the thought. 
Commands a painted table to be brought. 
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Sixty-four spaces fill the chequei-'d square ; 
Eight in each rank eight equal limits share. 
Alilie their form, but different are their dyes ; 
They fade alternate, and alternate rise, 
White after black ; such various stains iis those 
The shelving backs of tortoises disclose. 
Then (o the Gods that mute and wondering sate, 
" You see," says he, " the field prepared for fate. 
>Iere will the little armies please your sight, 
"With adverse colours hurrying to the fight, 
On which so oft, with silent sweet surprise, 
The Nymphs and Nereids used to feast their eyes, 
And all the neighbours of the hoary deep, 
When (^tn the sea, and winds were lull'd asleep. 
But see, the mimic heroes tread the board." 
He said, and straightway from an um he pour'd 
The sculptured box, that neatly seem'd to ape 
The graceful figure of a human shape: — 
Equal the strength and number of eacii foe. 
Sixteen appear'd like jet, sixteen like snow. 
As their shape varies various is the Dame, 
Different their posts, nor is their strength the 

same. 
There might you see two Kings with equal pride 
Gird on their arras, their consorts by their side ; 
Here the Foot-warriors glowing after fame, 
There prancing Knights and dexterous Archers 

And Elephants, that on their backs sustain 
Vast towers of war, and fill and shake the plain. 
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And now both hosts, preparing for the ^torm 
Of adverae batfle, their encampments form. 
In the fourth space, and on the fartliest line, 
Directly opposite the monarchs shine ; 
The swarthy on white ground, on sahle stands 
The silver King; and thence they send commands, 
Netirest to these the Queens esert their might; 
One the lefTside, and t'other guards the right: 
Where each, by her respective armour known. 
Chooses the colour that is like her own. 
Then the young Archers, two that snowy-white 
Bend the tough yew, and two aa black as night; 
(Greece call'd them Mars's favourites heretofore, 
From their delight in war, and thirst of gore.). 
These on each side the Monarch and his Queen 
Surround obedient ; next to these are seen 
The crested Knighls in golden armour gay ; 
Their steeds by turns curvel, or snort or neigh. 
In either army, on each distant wing 
Two mighty Elephants their castles bring. 
Bulwarks immense ! and then at last combine 
Eight of the Foot to form the second line. 
The vanguard to the King and Queen ; from far 
Prepared to open all the fate of war. 
So moved the hosen hosts, each double-lined, 
Their different coloui-s floating in the wind: 
As if an army of the Gauls should go. 
With their white standards, o'er the Alpine snow 
To meet in ri^d fight on scorching sands 
The sun-bumtMoors andMemnon's swarthy bands. 
13 
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Theii Father Ocean ttua : " You see them here, 
Celestial Powers, what troops, what camps appear. 
Learn now the sev'ral orders of the fray, 
For ev'n these anas their stated laws obey. 
To lead the fight, the Kings from aU their bands 
Choose whom tiey please to bear their great com- 
mands. 
Should a black hero first to battle go, 
Instant a wliite one guards against the blow ; 
But only one at once can charge or shun the foe. 
Their gen'ral purpose oa one scheme is bent, 
So to besiege the King within the tent, 
That there remains no place by subtle flight 
From danger free ; and that decides the fight. 
THeanwhile, howe'er, the sooner to destroy 
Th' imperial prince, remorseless they employ 
Their swords in blood ; and whosoever dare 
Oppose their vengeance, in the ruin share. 
Fate thins their camp ; the parti-coloured field 
Widens apace, as they o'ercome or yield : 
But the proud victor takes the captive's jKist, 
There fironts the fury of th' avenging host 
One single shock, and (should he ward the blow,) 
May then retire at pleasure from the foe. 
The Foot alone (so their harsh laws ordain) 
When they proceed can ne'er return again. 

But neither a!! rush on alike to prove 
The terror of their arms; the Foot m,ust move 
Directly on, and but a single square ; 
Yet may these heroes, when they first prepare 
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To mix in combat on the bloody mead, 

Double iheir sally, and two steps proceed; 

But when they wound, their swords they subtly 

guide 
With aim oblique, and slanting pierce his side. 
But the great Indian beasts, whose backs sustain 
Vast tuiTets arm'd, when on the redd'ning plain 
They join in all the terror of the fight. 
Forward or backward, to the left or right, 
Run furious, and impatient of confine 
Scour through the field, and tbreat the farthest line. 
Yet must they ne'er obliquely aim their blows ; 
Thai, only manner is allow'd to those 
Whom Mars has favour'd most, who bend the 

stubborn bows. 
These glanemg sidewards in a straight career. 
Yet each confined to their respective sphere, 
Or white or black, can send th' unerring dart 
Wing'd with swiii death to pierce through ev'ry 

part. 
The fiery steed, regardless of the reins. 
Comes prancing on; but sullenly disdains 
The path direct, and boldly wheeling round. 
Leaps o'er a double space at ev'ry boimd, 
And shifts from white or black to difi^'rent eolour'd 

ground. 
But the fierce Queen, whom dangers ne'er dismay, 
The strength and terror of the bloody day. 
In a straight line spreads her destruction wide, 
To left or right, before, behind, aside. 
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Yet may she never with a circling course 
Sweep to Che battle hke the fretful Horse ; 
But uneonfined may at her pleasure stray, 
If neither friend nor foe block up the way : 
For to o'erleap a warrior, 'tis decreed 
Those only dare who curb the snorting steed. 
With greater caution and majestic state 
The warlike Monarchs in the scene of fate 
Direct their motions, since for these appear 
Zealous each hope, and anxious ev'ry fear. 
While the King's safe, with resolution stern 
They clasp their arms ; but should a sudden turn 
Make him a captive, instantly they yield, 
Resolved lo share his fortune in the field. 
He moves on slow ; with reverence profound 
His faithful troops encompass him around, 
And oft, to break some instant fatal scheme. 
Rush to their fates, their sov'reign to redeem : 
While he, unanxious where to wound the foe, 
Need only shift and guard against a blow. 
But none, however, can presume t' appear 
Withm his reach, but must his vengeaoee fear; 
For he on ev'ry side his teiTor throws ; 
But when he changes from his first repose. 
Moves hut one step, most awfiilly sedate. 
Or idly roving, or intent on fate. 
These are the sev'ral and establish'd laws : 
Now see how each maintains his bloody cause." 
Here paused the God, but (since whene'er they 

War here on earth the Gods themselves eng^e 
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In mutual battle as they hate or love, 

And the most stubborn war is oft above,) 

Almigbty Jove commands the circling train 

Ot' Gods from fav'ring either to abstain, 

And let the fight be silently survey'd ; 

And added solemn threats if disobey'd. 

Then call'd be Phcebus from among the Powers 

And subtle Hermes, whom in softer hours 

Fair Maia bore : youth wanton'd in their face ; 

Both in life's bloom, both shone with equal grace. 

Hermes as yet had never wing'd his feet; 

As yet Apollo in his radiant seat 

Had never driv'n his chariot through, the air. 

Known by his how alone and golden hair. 

These Jove commission'd to atlem|)t the fray, 

And rule t!ie sportive military day ; 

Bid them agree which party each maintains. 

And promised a reward that's worth their pains. 

The greater took their seats ; on either hand 

Kespectful the less Gods in order stand. 

But careful not to interrupt their play. 

By hinting when t' advance or run away. 

Then they examine, who shall first proceed 
To try their courage, and their army lead. 
Chance gave it for the Wiiiie, that he should go 
First wilb a brave defiance to lie foe. 
Awhile he ponder'd which of all his train 
Should bear his first commission o'er the plain j 
And (hen determined to begin the scene 
With him that stood before to guard the Queen. 
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He look a double step ; with instant care 
Does the black Monarch in his turn prepare 
The adverse champion, and with stem command 
Bid him repel ihe charge with equal hand. 
There front to fronl, the midst of all the field, 
"With furious threats their shining arms they wield; 
Tet vain the conflict ; neither can prevail 
While in OQC path each other they assail. 
On ev'ry side to their assistance fly 
Their fellow soldiers, and with strong supply 
Crowd to the battle, but no bloody stain 
Tinctures their armour ; sportive in the plmn 
Mars plays awhile, and in excursion shght 
Harmless they sally forth, or wait the fight. 

But now the swarthy Foot, that first appear'd 
To front the foe, his pond'rous jav'lin rear'd 
Leftward aslant, and a pale warrior slays, 
Spurns him aside, and boldly takes his place. 
Unhappy youth, his danger not \o spy ! 
Instant he fell, and triumph'd hut to die. 
At this the sable King with prudent care 
Removed his station from the middle square, 
And slow retiring to tiie farthest ground, 
There safely lurk'd, with troops entrench'd around. 
Then from each quarter to the war advance 
The furious Knights, and poise the trembling lance : 
By turns they rush, by turns the victors yield } 
Heaps of dead Foot choke up the crimson field : 
TTiey fall unable to retreat ; around 
The elang of arms and iron hoofs resound. 
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But while young Phoibus pleased himself to view 
His furious Knight destioy the vulgar crew, 
Sly Hermes long'd t' attempt with secret aim 
Some noble act of more exalted fame. 
For this, he inoffensive pass'd along 
Through ranks of Foot, and midst the trembling 

throng 
Sent his left Horse (tliat free without confine 
Roved o'er the plain) upon some great design 
Against the King himself. At lengili he stood, 
And having fix'd his station as he would, 
Threaten'd at once with instant fate the King 
And ti' ladian beast that guarded the right wing. 
Apollo sigh'd, and hast'nmg to relieve 
The slraiten'd Monarch, grieved that he m.ust leave 
His martial Elephant exposed to fate. 
And view'd with pitying eyes his dang'rous state. 
First in his thoughts however was his care 
To save his King, whom to the neighbouring square 
On the right hand, he snatch'd with trembling 

flight ; 
At this with fury springs the sable Knight, 
Drew his keen sword, and rising to the blow. 
Sent the great Indian brute to shades below 
fatal loss ! for none except the Queen 
Spreads such a terror through the bloody scene. 
" Yet shall you ne'er unpunish'd boast your prize," 
The I>elian God with stern resentment cries ; 
And wedged him round with foot, and pour'd in 
fresh supplies. 
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Tiius close besieged, trembling he cast his eye 
Around the plain, but saw no shelter nigh, 
No way for flight ; for here the Queen opposed, 
The Foot in phalans there the passage closed ; 
At length he fell ; yet not unpleased with fate, 
Since victim to a Queen's vindiclive hate. 
With grief and fury bums the whiten'd host, 
One of their Tow'rs thus immaturely lost. 
As when a bull has in contention stern 
Lost his right horn, willi double vengeance burn 
His thoughts for war, with blood he's eover'd o'er, 
And the woods echo to his dismal roat. 
So look'd the flaxen host, when angry fate 
Cyerturn'd the Indian bulwark of their state. 
Fired at this great success, with double rage 
Apollo hurries on his troops t' engage, 
For blood and havoc wild; and, while he leads 
His troops thus careless, loses both his steeds: 
For if some adverse warriors were o'erlhrown, 
He little thought what dangers threat his own. 
But slyer Hermes with observant eyes 
Maroii'd slowly cautious, and at distance spies 
What moves must next succeed, what dangers 

Often would he, the staf«!y Queen to snare. 
The slender Foot lo front her arms prepare, 
And to conceal his scheme he sighs and feigns 
Such a wrong step would frustrate all his pains. 
Just then an Archer, fi-om the right-hand view. 
At the nale Queen his arrow boldly drew, 
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Unseen by Phosbus, wlio, with studious thought, 
Froai the left side a vulgar hero brought. 
But tender Venus, wiih a pitying eye, 
Viewing the sad destruction that was nigh, 
Wink'd upon Phtebus (for the Goddess sat 
By chance directly opposite) ; at that 
Soused In an instant, young Apollo threw 
His eyes around the field his troops to view ; 
Perceived the danger, and with sudden fright 
"Withdrew the Foot that he had sent to fight, 
And saved his trembling Queen by seasonable flight. 
But Maia'a son with shouts filL'd all the coast : 
"The Queen," he cried, "the important Queen is 

lost." 
Phcehus, howe'er, resolving to maintain 
What he had done, bespoke the heavenly train. 

" What mighty haim, in sportive mimic fight^ 
Is it to set a little blunder right, 
When no preliminary rule debarr'd ? 
If you henceforward, Mercury, would guard 
Against such practice, let us make the law : 
And whosoe'er shall first to battle draw. 
Or white, or black, remorseless let him go 
At all events, and dai'e the angry foe." 

He said, and this opinion pleased around : 
Jove tum'd aside, and on his daughter frown'd, 
Unmark'd by Hermes, who, with strange surprise. 
Fretted and foam'd, and roll'd his ferret eyes. 
And but with great reluctance could refrain 
From dashing at a blow all off the plain. 
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Then he resolved to interweaTe deceita, — 
To carry on the war by tricks and cheats. 
Instant he call'd an Archer from the throng. 
And hid him like the courser wheel along : 
Bounding he sprin"- and threats the pallid Queen. 
The f a d ho e vas hy Phcebus seen ; 
He smil 1 and turn ng to the Gods, he said, 
" Thou 1 H m you are perfect in your trade, 
And J u a t k and cheat to great surprise, 
Thes 1 le 1 h no more shall blind my eyes ; 
Corr t th m i y u please, the more yott thus 

d u 
The c le lau^h d al ud ; and Maia's son 
(As if it had but by mistake been done) 
Eecall'd his Archer, and with moiion due. 
Bid him advance, the combat to renew. 
But Phrebus waich'd him with a jealous eye, 
Fearing some Irick was ever lurking nigh, 
For he would oft, with sudden sly design, 
Send forth at once two combatants to join 
His warring ti-oops, against the law of arms. 
Unless the wary foe was ever in alarms. 

Now (he white Archer with his utmost force 
Bent the tough bow against the sable Horse, 
And drove him from the Queen, where he had stood 
Hoping to glut his vengeance with her blood. 
Then the right Elephant with martial pride 
Roved here and there, and spread his terrors wide: 
Ghttering la arms fram far a courser came, 
Threaten'd at once the King and Eoya! Dame ; 
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Thought himself safe when he the post had seized, 
And with the future spoils hia fancy pleased. 
Fired at the danger a young Archer 6anie, 
llush'd on (he foe, and levell'd sure his aim ; 
(And though a Pawn his sword in Tengeance draws, 
Gladly he'd lose his life in glory's cause.) 
The whistling arrow to his bowels flew, 
And the sharp steel hia blood profusely drew ; 
He drops the reins, he totters to the ground, 
And his life issued murm'ring through the wound. 
Pierced by the Foot, this Archer bit the plain ; 
The Foot himself was by another slain ; 
And with inflamed revenge, the battle burns again. 
Towers, Archers, Knights, meet on the crimson 

ground, 
And the field echoes fo the martial sound. 
Their thoughts are heated, and Iheir courage fired, 
Thick they rush on with double zeal inspired ; 
Generals and Fool, wiih different colour'd mien. 
Confusedly warring in the camps are seen, — 
Valour and Fortune meet in one promiscuous scene. 
Now these, victorious, lord it o'er the field ; 
Now the foe rallies, the triumphant yield : 
Just as the tide of battle ebbs or flows. 
As when the conflict more tempestuous grows 
Between the winds, with strong and boisterous 

They plough Ih' Ionian or Atlantic deep. 
By turn? prevails the mutual blustering roar, 
And the big waves alternate lash the shore. 
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But in the midst of all the battle raged 
The snowy Queen, with troops at once engaged ; 
She fell'd an Archer as she sought the plain, — 
As she retired an Elephant was slain. 
To right and left her fatal spears she sent, 
Burst through the ranks, and triumph'd as she 

Through arms and blood she seeks a glorious fate, 
Pierces the farthest lines, and nobly great 
Leads on her army with a gallant show, 
Breaks the battalions, and cuts through the foe. 
At length the sable King his fears belray'd, 
And begg'd his military consort's aid ; 
"With cheerful speed she flew to his relief, 
And met in equal arms the female chief. 

Who first, great Queen, and who at last did 
bleed ? 
How many Whites lay gasping on the mead ? 
Half dead, and floating in a bloody tide, 
Foot, Knighls, and Archer iie on every side. 
Who can recount the slaughter of the day. 
How many leaders threw their lives away ? 
The ehequer'd plain is flll'd with dying box, 
Havoc ensues, and with tumultuous shocks 
The different colour'd ranks in blood engage, 
And Foot and Horse promiscuously rage. 
With nobler courage and superior might 
The dreadful Amazouo sustain the fight. 
Resolved alike to mix m glorious strife, 
Till to imperious fate they yield their life. 
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Meanwhile each Monarch, in a neighbouring 

ceU 
Conflaed the warriors that in battle fell, 
There watch'd the captives with a jealous eye, 
Lest, slipping out again, to arms they fly. 
But Thracian Mars, in stedfast friendship join'd 
To Hermes, as near Phcebus he reclined, 
Observed each chance, how all their motions bend, 
Resolved if possible to serve his friend. 
He a Foot-soldier and a Knight purloin'd 
Out from the prison that the dead conflned. 
And slyly push'd 'em forward on the plain ; 
Th' eniiven'd combatants their arms regain. 
Mix in the bloody scene, and boldly war again 
So the foul hag, in screaming wild alarms 
O'er a dead caj'case muttering her charms, 
(And with.her frequent and tremendous yell 
Forcing great Hecate from out of hell) 
Shoots in the corpse a new fictitious soul ; 
With instant glare the supple eyeballs roll. 
Again it moves and speaks, and life informs the 

whole. 
Vulcan alone discem'd the subtle cheat ; 
And wisely scorning such a base deceit, 
Call'd out to Phcebus. Grief and rage assail 
Phcebus by turns ; detected Mars turns pale. 
Then awful Jove with sullen eye reproved 
Mars, and the captives order'd to be moved 
To their dark caves ; bid each fictitious spear 
Be straight recall'd, and all be as they were. 
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And now both Monai'chs with redoubled rage 
Led on their Queens, the mutual war to wage. 
O'er all the field their thirsty spears they send, 
Then front to front their Monarehs they defend. 
But lo ! the female White rush'd in unseen, 
And slew with fatal haste the swarthy Queen ; 
Yet soon, alfls I resign'd her royal spoils, 
Saatch'd by a shafl from her successful toils. 
Struck at the sight, both hosts in wild surprise 
Pour'd forth their tears, and fiU'd the air with criesj 
They wept and sigh'd, as pass'd the fun'ral train. 
As if both armies had at once been slain. 

And now eaeh troop surrounds its mourning chief, 
To guard his person, or assuage his grief. 
One is their common fear ; one stormy blast 
Has equally made havoc as it pass'd. 
Mot aU, however, of their youth are slain ; 
Some cliampioas yet the vig'rous war maintain. 
Three Foot, an Archer, and a stately Tower, 
For Phcebus still exert their utmost power. 
Just the same number Mercury can boast, 
Except the Tower, who lately in his post 
Unarm'd, inglorious fell, in peace profound 
Pierced by an Archer with a distant wound; 
But his right Horse retain'd its mettled pride, — 
The rest were swept away by war's strong tide. 

But fretful Hermes, with despairing moan. 
Grieved that so many champions were o'erthrown. 
Yet reassumes the fight ; and summons round' 
The httle straggling army that he found, — 
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All that had 'scaped from fierce Apollo's rage, — 
Resolved with greater caution to engage 
In future strife, by subtle wiles (if fate 
Should give him leave) to save his sinliiug state. 
The sable troops advance with prudence slow. 
Bent on all hazards to distress the foe : 
More cheerful Phcebus, with unequal pace, 
Rallies hia arms to lessen his disgrace. 
But what slrange havoc everywhere has been I 
A straggling cliampion here and there is seen ; 
And many are the tents, yet few are left within. 
'I'h' iifflicted Kings bewail their consorts dead, 
And loathe the thoughts of a deserted bed; 
And though each monarch studies to improve 
The tender mem'ry of his former love. 
Their state requires a second nuptial tie. 
Hence the pale ruler with a love-sick eye 
Surveys th' attendants of his former wife, 
And offers one of them a royal life. 
These, when their martial mistress had been slain. 
Weak and despairing tried their arms in vain ; 
Willing, howe'er, amidst the Black to go, 
They thirst for speedy vengeance on the foe. 
Then be resolves to see who merits best. 
By strength and courage, the imperial vest ; 
Points out the foe, bids each with bold design 
Pierce through the ranks, and reach the deepest 

For none must hope with raonarchs to repose 
But who can first, through thick surrounding foes, 
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Through arms und wiles, witli hazardous essay, 
Safe to the farthest quarters force their way. 
Fired at the thought, with sudden, joyful pace 
They hurry on ; but first of all the race 
Euna the third right-haud warrior for the prize, — 
The glitt'ring crown already channs her eyes. 
Her dear associates cheerfully give o'er 
The nuptial chase ; and swift she flies before, 
And Glory lent her wings, and the reward in 

Nor would the sable King her hopes prevent, 
For he himself was on a Queen intent. 
Alternate, therefore, through the field they go, 
Hermes led on, bat by a step too slow, 
His fourth left Pawn: and now th' advent'rous 

White 
Had march'd through all, and gain'd the wish'd 

for site. 
Then the pleased King gives orders to prepare 
The crown, the sceptre, and the royal chair, 
And owns her for bis Queen : around exult 
The snowy troops, and o'er the Black insult. 
Hermes burst into tears, — with fretful roar 
Fill'd the wide air, and his gay vesture tore. 
The swartliy Foot had only to advance 
One single step ; but oh ! mahgnant chance ! 
A tower'd Elephant, with fatal aim, 
Stood ready to destroy her when she came ■ 
He keeps a watchful eye upon the whole. 
Threatens her entrance, and protects the goal. 
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e the royal new-created bride, 
Pleased with her pomp, spread death and terror 

Lilie lightning through the sable troops she flies, 
Clashes her arms, and seeraa to threat the skiea. 
The sable troops are sunk in wild affright, 
And wish th' earth op'niag snatch'd 'em from her 

In burst the Queen, with vast impetuous swing; 
The trembling foes come swarming round the 

King, 
Where in the midst he stood, and form a valiant 

ring- 
So the poor eowg, straggling o'er pasture land. 
When the J perceive the prowling wolf at hand, 
Crowd close together in a circle fall, 
And beg llie succour of the lordly bull ; 
They clash their horns, they low with dreadful 

sound, 
And the remotest groves reecho round. 

But the bold Queen, victorious, from behind 
Pierces the foe ; yet chiefly she design'd 
Against the King himself some fatal aim, 
And full of war to his pavilion came. 
Now here she rush'd, now there; and had she been 
But duly prudent, she had sHpp'd between. 
With course oblique, into the fourth white square, 
And the long toil of war had ended there ; 
The King had fallen, and all his sable state. 
And vanquiah'd Hermes cursed his partial fate : 
14 
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The martial Queen Ler lucky moment knew, 
Seized on the farthest seat with fatal view, 
Nor left th' unhappy King a place to flee unto. 
At length in vengeance her keen sword she draws, 
Slew htm, and ended thus ihe bloody cause : 
And all the gods around approved it with applause. 

The victor could not from his insults keep, 
But laugh'd and sneer'd to see Apollo weep. 
Jove call'd him near, and gave him in his hand 
The powerful, happy, and mysterious wand 
By which the Shades are call'd to purer day, 
TVTien penal fire has purged their sins away ; 
By which the guilty are condemn'd to dwell 
In the dark mansions of the deepest heU ; 
By which he gives us sleep, or sleep denies. 
And closes at the last the dying eyes. 
Soon after this, the heavenly victor brought 
The game on .earth, and first th' Italians (aught 

For (aa they say) fair Scacchis he espied 
Feeding her cygnets in the silver tide, 
(Scacchis, the loveliest Seriad of the place) 
And as she stray'd, took her to his embrace- 
Then, to reward her for her virtue lost. 
Gave her the men and ehequer'd board, emboss'd 
With gold and silver curiously inlay'd. 
And taught her how the game was to be play'd. 
Ev'n now 'tis honour'd with her happy name ; 
And Rome and all the world admire the game : 
All which the Seriads told me heretofore. 
When my boy-notes amused the Serian shore. 

THE END. 
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